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HOME,  rATHER.  "^i-^^ 


51^0' 


Father,  dear  father,  come  home  with  me  aow, 

The  clock  ia  the  steeple  strikes  one ; 
You  said  you  were  coming  right  home  from  the  BHop 

As  soon  as  your  day's  work  was  done. 
Our  fire  has  gone  out,  the  house  is  all  darlc. 

And  mother's  been  watching  since  tea, 
Withi)oor  brother  Benny  so  sick  in  her  arms, 

And  no  one  to  help  her  but  me—  ^ 

Come  home  I  come  home!  come  home  I    ^ 

Pleaae,  father,  dear  father,  come  home  I 

Chorus. 

Hear  the  sweet  voice  of  the  child. 

Which  the  ni-ht  winds  repeat,  as .  they  «>«»  I         , 
Oh  1  who  could  resist  this  most  plaintive  of  prayera  7 

Please,  father,  dear  father,  come  home  I 

Father,  dear  father,  come  home  with  me  now, 

The  clock  in  the  steeple  strikes  two  j , 
The  night  has  grown  colder,  and  Benny  is  worse, 

Buthe  hea  been  calling  for  you. 
Indeed  he  is  worse— ma  says  he  'wiU  die. 

Perhaps  l^efore  morning  sh  ul  dawn,     ^ 
And  this  is  tiis message  she  se  at  me  to  bring  j 
%  Come  quickly,  or  he  will  be  gone  !  ^ 

Come  home  I  come  home  I  come    home  i 

Please,  father,  dear  father,  come  home  1— CAOftt*. 

/ather,  dear  father,  come  home  with  me  now. 

The  clock  in  the  steeple  strikes  three  ; 
rhe  house  is  so  lonely,  the  hours  are  so  long  ^ 

For  poor  weeping  mother  and  nie  I  v    S  / 

Yes,  we  are  alone,  poor  Benny  is  dead,  V«// 

And  gone  with  the  angels  of  light,  f 

^d  these  were  the  very  last  words  that  he  said  i    -^ 

«<  I  want  to  kiss  papa  good-night. 
Come  home !  come  home  I  come  homel  ^^^^ 

PleBse^  father^  dear  father,  ooofi  hom«^-C7Aof«a 


HC^ 


'-Mlk... 


IN  DE  EVENING  BY  DE  MOONLIGHT 

^°wS  ®^®?.^^?  ^Y  ^'®  moonlight. 

When  dia  darkey's  work  waa  or«r, 
*^»®^M?*]^^,Sather  round  de  fire 

-lillde  hoeoakeitwaadone; 
Dea  we  all  won  Id  eat  our  ffuppori. 

After  dat  we'd  clear  de  kitbKen, 
Dat  a  de  only  time  we  had  to  sdm^ 

To  have  a  little  fun.  ^ 

Uncle  Qabe  would  take  de  fiddle  dowa 

txruM    ?^"i?  "P^"  ^®  ^al^» 

W  hile  de  silver  moon  was  ehin.ng  clear  and  brkht 
How  de  old  folks  would  enjoy  Tt,  ^^' 

Dey  would  sit  and  listen  all  Je  night. 
As  we  sftug  in  de  evening  by  de  mooalight. 

CH9RUfl. 

In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight  \ 

You  will  hear  us  dadcies  singing,    ^ 
in  de  evening  by  de  moonlight 

lou  could  hear  de  banjo  ringing 
How  de  old  folks  would  enjoy  it. 

J>ey  would  sit  all  night  and  listen. 
As  we  sang  m  de  evening  by  de  moonlight, 

^"-^«  evening  by  de  moonlight, 

When  de  watch-dog  woufi  be  sleeping  i 
In  de  corner  by  de  fireplace,  ^"Si 

Beside  de  old  armchair. 
Where  Aunt  Chloe  used  to  sit 

And  tell  the  picaninnles  stories. 
And  de  cabin  would  be  filled 
Aii^^*^  merry  coons  from  far  and  near, 

if-T    ,  PP^  ^^'^^^  "^^  used  to  have 
_  Will  ne'er  return  again  ; 

Everything  was  den  so  merry,  gay  and  bricht 
And  I  never  will  forget  it,  ^ 

Just  as  long  as  I  remember. 
Mow  wteaagin  de  evening  by  de  moonlight.-Ca<?niA 
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■f'0i^-^^KmV\.  OF  TURF. 


BXmO  BY  EDIT ARDBTTKJraii. 


5""^     T)  ^^FTiJ^  nwl^i^  I  am  at  tlie  dawn  of  the  day, 
^C.>^  ^^  To  my  brother  that's  over  the  sea, 

O  C^»^  ^^'^  ^^"^®  ^'^^  ^'^^  ^°^  ^^  ^'^^  anywhere, 
V  y%t     For  it's  breaking  my  poor  heart  will  be. 
"^        ■    But  a  treasure  I'll  tak«,  for  ould  Ireland's  sake, 
O    in  J  ^        That  I'll  prize  all  belonging  aboy 


handful  of  turf  from  the  land  of  my  birth. 
From  the  heart  of  iue  land  that  I  love. 


Chorus. 


o  „  handful  of  turf  from  the  land  of  my  Hrth, 
From  the  heart  of  the  land  that  I  love. 


f  ^   ^      If  i  ft 

O  V       And  won't  the  poor  lad  in  his  exile  be  glad, 
Q(M    I     A  When  he  sees  the  brave  present  I  bring 


TV  IIUU  lie  occo   vuv,  wi— >~  ^ — 

And  won't  there  be  flowers  from  this  treasure  of  oura. 
In  the  warmth  of  the  beautiful  spring. 
~  in,  Macaree  !  tho'  it's  parting  we  be, 
B  »  blessing  I  leave  on  your  shore, 
.„  your  mountains  and  streams  I  will  see  in  my  dreami 
Till  I  cross  to  my  oountry  once  more. 


m 


CSORVS. 


^ffal  y©ttr  mouataias  and  streams  I  wM  see  ia  my  drtftiM 
v^xm  I  cross  to  my  ^'^niitiy  once  more. 


USTEN  TO  THE  MOCKING-BIRD. 


Vm  dreaming  now  of  HaDy,  sweet  Hallj,  dear  Hally, 
I'm  dreaming  now  of  Hally ; 
V    For  the  thought  of  her  is  one  that  never  dies  j 
She's  sleeping  in  the  valley,  the  valley,  the  valley, 
She's  sleeping  in  the  valley. 
And  the  mocking-bird  is  singing  where  she  lies. 

Chobits. 

Listen  to  the  mocking-bird, 

Idsten  to  the  mocking-bird. 
The  mocking-bird  is  singing  o'er  her  graven 

Listen  to  the  mocking-bird, 

Listen  to  the  mocking-bird, 
Still  staging  where  the  weeping  willows  wave. 

Ah  I  well  1  yat  remember,  remember,  remember. 
Ah  I  well  I  yet  remember, 

When  we  gathered  in  the  cotton,  side  by  side  j 
Twas  in  the  mild  September,  September,  September, 
'Twae  in  the  mild  September, 
^  And  the  mocking-bird  was  singing  far  and  wide. 

Listen  to  the  mocking-bird,  etc. 
When  the  charms  of  Spring  awaken,  awaken,  awaken. 
When  the  charms  of  Spring  awaken. 

And  the  mocking-bird  is  singing  on  the  bough, 
I  feel  like  one  forsaken,  forsaken,  forsaken, 
I  feel  like  one  forsaken. 

Sine©  Hally  is  no  longer  with  me  now. 


f\A  V|  *«£«__  l^««^        j^l-jj. 


■^ 


LITTLE  BARE-FOOT. 

Btandmg  where  the  bleak  yrinds  whistted 

Round  her  Bmall  and  fragile  form. 
Arms  within  torn  garments  nestled, 

Standing  there  at  night  and  morn  t 
Hundreds  passing  hy  unheeding, 

'Cept  to  jostle  her  aside —  ' 

There,  with  bare  feet  cold  and  bleedmg. 

She  in  tones  of  angush  cried : 
«*  Mister  I  Pleaee  give  me  a  penny  i 

For  I've  not  got  any  Pa — 
Pleaee,  sir,  give  me  just  one  penny.  ^ 

I  want  to  buy  some  bread  for  Mai  * 

Chorus. 

While  we  beg  for  those  with  plenty. 
And  for  them  to  us  unknown. 

We'll  not  forget  our  little  "  bare-foots,* 
They  are  heathens  nwrer  home. 

Hailing  thus  each  passing  stranger. 

As  they  hurriedly  went  by. 
Some  would  turn  and  eaze  upon  her. 

Pity  beaming  from  their  eye  j 
Others  cast  a  frown  upon  her, 

Healing  not  the  plamtive  cry ; 
•*I  must  have  some  bread  for  mother, 

Or  with  hunger  phe  vrill  die: 
Mister!  Please  give  me  a  penny | 

For  I've  not  got  any  Pa- 
Please,  sir,  give  me  just  one  penny, 
^I  want  to  buy  some  bread  for  Mai "— Cwomi; 

There  one  chilly  day  in  Winter, 

Bare-foot  sat  upon  the  pave ; 
Out-stretched  were  her  little  fingers. 

But  not  pennies  did  she  crave- 
There,  whue  begging  bread  for  mothei^ 

Death  had  chilTed  her  little  heart. 
Yet  each  d&y  we  see  some  other 

Playing  little  Bare-foot's  part; 
•"  Mister  iPlease  give  me  a  penny  |  ' 

For  I've  not  got  any  Pa— 
iFlbttne,  Bir,  gi vo  Tiic  jUat  one  pcnnT. 

I  wm%  to  tmy'Mme  bread  for  Ma  t  '^— <%0ni« 


"  r-N 


OF  KHXARNEY. 


Oh  I  pmoiM  to  BMet  me  when  hruigbt  it  ffelliag 

Beside  the  bright  waters  that  elumbcr  so  H\f% 
Bach  bird  in  the  meadow  your  name  will  be  oallti^ 

And  every  sweet  rosebud  will  look  for  you  them 
It*8  morning  and  evening  for  you  I  am  sighiogi 

The  heart  in  my  bosom  is  yours  evermorei 
I'll  watoh  for  you,  darling,  when  daylight  is  dyings 

Sweet  roea  of  KiHamey,  Maroumeen  Asthop% 

My  heart  i«  a  neet  that  is  robbed  and  forsakaa. 

When  gone  ftom  my  sight  is  thegirlthati  love. 
One  wofd  from  your  lips  can  my  gladness  awaken— 

Your  smile  is  the  smile  of  the  augels  above. 
Then  meet  me  at,  twilight  beside  the  bright  waters  | 

Th«  lore  tiiat  I  have  told  you  Pd  whisper  onee 
Oh!  sweetest  and  fairest  of  Erin's  fkir  daughters, 

DeiT  Boee  of  Kflhttney,  Mavwmxeen  Asthore. 


DOrr  BE  ANGRY  WITH  ME,  DARLING. 


Doa't  be  ang.  rwitH  me,  darling. 

Smile  your  brightest,  sweetest  smil« , 
Keep  the  joyouii  twinkle  beaming 

In  your  bright  eyes  all  the  while. 
Let  your  laugh  be  one  of  pleasure, 
f  Drive  each  shadow  from  your  brow. 
Be  again  the  heart's  sweet  treasure— 
Don't  be  angry,  darling,  now. 


Chorus. 


I- 


Don't  be  angry  with  me,  darling. 
Drive  away  that  look  of  pain  { 

Let  your  laugh  be  one  of  pleasure. 
Smile  your  aweettit  smile  again. 


M 


Don't  be  angry  with  me,  darling. 

Keep  the  tear  back  from  your  eya, 
Twas  a  friendly,  timely  warning. 

Given  for  the  days  gone  by. 
Not  for  worlda  would  I  distress  you. 

Cast  one  cloud  upon  your  brow  i 
Let  not,  then,  my  words  depress  you** 

Don't  be  angry,  darling,  now. 


Chorus. 

Don't  be  angry  with  me,  darling. 
Drive  away  that  look  of  pain  | 

Let  your  iaugh  be  one  of  pleasure, 
9aml$  your  sweetest  smile  ajgain. 


I 


•  MASSA'S  IN  DE  COLD  GROUNa 


Bound  de  meadows  am  a«ringW 

De  darkies'  mournful  song, 
IThile  de  mocking-bird  am  singing, 

Happj  as  de  day  am  long. 
Where  de  ivy  am  a-creeping. 

O'er  de  grassy  mound, 
Dar  old  massa  am  a-sleeping, 
#  Bleeping  in  the  cold,  cold  ground, 

Cedobus. 

Down  in  the  corn-field 

Hear  dat  mournful  sound ; 
All  de  darkies  am  a-weeping, 

Massa's  in  do  cold,  cold  ground. 

MTien  de  Autumn  leaves  were  falling, 

When  de  days  were  coldj 
Twae  hard  to  hear  old  massa  callkig, 

'Cayse  he  was  so  weak  and  old. 
Now  de  orange  tree  am  blooming 
S  On  de  sandy  shore. 
Now  de  summer  days  am  coming, 
Massa  nebber  calls  no  more. 

Down  in  de  cornfield,  etc 

Massa  make  de  darkies  lub  him, 

'Cayse  he  was  so  kind. 
Now  dey  sadly  weep  above  him. 

Mourning  'cayse  he  leave  dem  behind. 
1  cannot  work  before  to-morrow, 

Cayse  de  tear-drop  flow, 
I  try  to  drive  away  my  sorrow, 

FieltSn'  <Ki  de  olt  baajc. 

Jhwa  isk  de  «ORii@!<i,  fie. 


BABTS  GOT  A  TMWI. 


Pbi  Ae  father  of  a  bouncing  boy. 

He  looks  just  like  his  pa$ 
He*8  the  picture  of  his  mammy. 

And  the  image  of  his  dada. 
He  was  eight  months  old  the  other 

He  is  a  noble  youth  | 
We  have  been  almost  crazy  sincse 

He  ff>i  his  first  front  tooth. 

CaoBUs. 

9eorge,  dear,  GeorM,  ^Isar* 

Ctint  you  guess  the  truth? 
Cteorge,  dear,  George,  dear. 

Bless  the  little  youth  % 
Dqjget  up  and  light  the  fire, 

T^rn  Uie  gas  a  little  higher, 
Qo  and  tell  your  aunt  Maria    , 

Baby's  got  a  tooth. 


I^QotHome  late  the  other  night. 

And  Boon  was  sound  asleep, 
fThen  suddenly  I  was  awoke 

By  sounds  that  made  me  weep  | 
Hy  wife  she  grabbed  me  by  the  arm, 

And  says,  get  up,  you  brute, 
fhe  pride  and  joy  of  all  of  us 

Has  got  a  nice  front  tooth.— Cworut. 

JTow,  married  men,  take  my  advice  t 

When  first  you  do  get  wed, 
Don'<  ccer  try  to  go  to  sleep, 

Don*t  ever  go  to  bed  ♦, 
But  to  save  yourself  from  trouble  of 

The  darling  little  pet, 
DodH  wait  until  it  gets  a  tooth—- 

Bui  buy  it  a  nice  fal»e  set.— CTie^u*. 


?ooE  GLD  urn. 


I  once  knew  a  darkey,  his  name  was  Unolfi  Hedli 

Oh  I  he  died  long  ago,  long  ago  f 
He  had  no  hair  on  the  top  of  his  head-— 
De  place  where  de  wool  ought  to  giov* 

Chorus. 

Lay  down  de  uhovei  and  de  hoe^ 
Hang  up  de  fiddle  and  de  bow  g 

For  dere's  no  more  woik  for  poor  Old  Nfldt 
He*8  gone  where  de  good  darkies  go. 

His  fingers  were  long,  like  de  cane  in  de  bralM^ 

And  he  had  no  eyes  for  to  see  g 
He  had  no  teeth  for  to  eat  de  hoe  cft&Oj, 

80  he  had  to  let  de  ho^  cake  be. 

Cboruso 

Lay  down  dt  shovel  and  de  hoe^ 
Hang  up  de  fiddle  and  de  bow  9 

For  dere's  no  more  work  for  poor  OldNiecId 
He's  gone  where  de  good  darkies  go. 

One  cold  frosty  morning  old  Ned  died. 
Oh  I  de  tears  down  masea's  face  ran  like  mm,     - 

For  he  knew,  when  Ned  was  laid  in  de  gromiily 
He'd  never  see  his  like  again. 

Oborfs. 

Lay  dew«  do  tkovel  and  de  hee. 
Hang  up  de  fiddle  and  de  bow  | 

For  dere's  no  more  work  far  poor  old  Neiji  | 
Hf'i  gone  where  de  good  dickies  go. 


UHUm  tit^^it  Of  THE  UL^ 


K> 


Oh  I  1  wander  mid  the  rosea 
In  the  golden  Summer  time. 

And  listen  to  the  streamlet 
While  it  rings  a  merry  chime  % 

But  far  sweeter  than  the  roses 
Or  the  streamlet  unto  me. 

The  sun-bright  face  of  Bessie^ 
Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea. 

Chorus. 

Oh  I  she  is  the  sweetest  flower 

Ever  sent  to  comfort  me  | 
Pure  and  gentle  as  an  angel. 

Barling  Bessie  of  the  lea. 
Tes,  she  is  the  sweetest  flower 

Ever  sent  to  comfort  me  | 
I  love  that  little  fairy. 

Darling  Bessie  of  the  lea. 

Not  a  bird  in  all  the  wild  wood 

But  will  answer  to  her  call } 
Oh  I  most  I  love  the  twilight 

When  the  nearly  dew-drops  fall^ 
Then  she  meets  me  in  the  valley, 

And  she  kindly  welcomes  me— 
My  bonnie  star  of  evening. 

Darling  Bessie  of  the  \e&.^Chorus, 

Oh  1  the  honey-bee  may  linger 

Where  the  buds  and  blossoms  grow. 
The  gentle  breeze  of  Summer 

In  its  fragrance  come  and  go  I 
But  they  all  will  pass  unheeded. 

For  wherever  she  may  be. 
My  heart  is  full  of  Bessiej, 

Darling  Bessie  of  the  Um,^Ch&mb, 


I 


JL 


I 


THE  UHLE  ONES  AT  H0Mt 


I  am  thinking  now  of  liome,  among  my  natiTO  hiUi, 
And  though  afar  thro'  distant  lands  1  roam. 

The  raem'ries  of  the  past  my  heart  with  longing  fills, 
To  see  the  darling  little  ones  at  home. 

Ah !  now  their  forms  I  seem  to  see. 
Far  o'er  the  rolling  ocean's  foam. 

And  hear  their  voices  ringing  in  merry  childish  glet, 
p  Oh !  I  long  to  see  the  little  ones  at  home. 

Chorus. 

fhe  little  ones  at  home,  the  little  ones  at  home, 
I  long  to  see  the  little  ones  at  home,, 

And  hear  their  voices  ringing  in  merry,  childish  glee, 
Oh,  I  long  to  see  the  little  ones  at  home. 

fhe  moon  looks  mildly  down,  the  same  as  oft  before, 

And  ba  '    3  the  earth  in  floods  of  mellow  light, 
But  its  beams  are  not  so  bright  upon  this  lonely  shore, 

As  they  seemed  at  home  one  year  ago  to-night. 
Sadly  my  heart  still  turns  to  thee. 

Wherever  I  may  chance  to  roam 
I  hear  your  voices  ringing  in  merry,  childish  glee. 

Oh,  I  long  to  hear  the  fittle  ones  at  home.— CAorw, 

May  guarJkn  angels  still  their  vigils  o'er  thee  keep, 

May  Heaven's  choicest  blesaings  on  thee  rest. 
Till  lam  safely  borne  across  the  stormy  deep. 

And  meet  again  with  those  i  love  the  best. 
Soon,  soon  your  faces  I  shall  see, 

Never,  nevermore  from  thee  to  roam, 
Soon  shall  I  hear  your  voices  in  merry,  childish  glee. 

Proclaim  the  joyous  welcome,  welcome  home. 

Chorus. 

The  little  ones  at  home,  the  little  ones  at  home, 

I  long  to  see  the  little  ones  at  home, 
9oon  shall  I  hear  yjonr  VQinAS  in  merrv-  ^hi^-dla^  al^A 

^      Preohum  the  jojoos  w^oome,  welobme  homt^ '  "* 


! 


LARDY  DAH  i 


STTNG  WrPH  GREAT  SUCCESS  BY  TONY  PAfJTOH. 


Let  me  introduce  a  fellah  I  lardy  dah! 

A  fellah  who's  a  swell,  ah !  lardy  dahl 

Tho'  small  the  cash  he  drew,  yet 

The  week  he  struggles  thro'  it. 

For  he  knows  the  way  to  do  it,  lardy  dah !  lardy  dahl 

For  he  knows  the  way  to  do  the  "  lardy  dah  J  '* 

.  Choi^us. 

He  wears  a  penny  flower  in  his  ;oat,  lardy  dah ! 

And  a  penny  paper  collar  roiuu  ihis  throat,  lardy  dah  ! 

In  his  hand  a  penny  stick, 

In  his  tooth  a  penny  pick^ 

And  a  penny  in  his  pocket,  lardy  dah  1  lardy  dah  t 

And  a  penny  in  his  pocket,  lardy  dah  I 

He  is  something  in  an  office,  lardy  dah  1  lardy  dah ! 

And  he  quite  the  city  toff  is,  lardy  dah  1 

He  cuts  a  swell  so  fine,  oh  I 

He  quite  forgets  to  dine,  oh! 

For  he  blows  in  all  his  "  Rino,"  lardy  dah  I  lardy  dah  I 

For  he  blows  in  all  his  «  Rino,"  lardy  dah  l^Chorus. 

"When  he's  been  out  every  night,  ah  !  lardy  dah  I  lardy  dah  I 
His  luncheon's  very  slight,  ah  1  lardy  dah  1 
His  Paris  diamonds  cle-ah. 
Look  indeed  a  little  quee-ah, 

With  his  sandwich  and  his  be-ah,  lardy  dah  !  lardy  dah  I 
|With  liis  sandwich  and  his  be-ah,  lardy  dah  1 — Chorus, 

His  Sim  58  very  « tricky,"  lardy  dah !  lardy  dah  I         ' 

It's  a  pair  of  cuffs  and  dickey,  lardy  dah  i  .      ■   - 

His  boots  are  patent  leather, 

But  they  never  stand  wet  weather. 

For  they're  paper,  glued  together,  lardy  dah  1  lardy  dah! 

They  are  paper,  glued  together,  lardy  dah  l-^Chorus. 

His  chain  is  true  a  snide 'un,  lardy  dah!  lardy  dah! 

And  his  watch  an  oroide  'un,  lardy  dah  1 

And  if  hair  oil  were  abolished. 

This  swell  would  be  demolished. 

For  hie  hat  would  not  be  polished,  lardy  dah  I  lardy  dah  I 


I 


00  NOT  HEED  HER  WARNING. 


AirSWZB  TO  **  THC  OIPtfT'S  WABMUW.'* 


Liuij,  do  not  heed  her  warning- 
Trust  me,  thou  ehalt  find  me  truef 

Constant  as  the  lighi  of  morning 
I  will  ever  be  to  you. 

Lady.  I  will  not  deceive  t^iee, 
Fill  thy  guileless  heart  with  woe  f 

Trust  me,  lady,  and  believe  me. 
Sorrow  thou  ehalt  never  know. 

Lady,  every  joy  would  perish, 

Pleasures  all  would  wither  fast. 
If  no  heart  could  love  and  cheriah. 

In  this  world  of  storm  and  blast- 
E'en  the  stars  that  gleam  above  thet 

Shine  the  brightest  in  the  night; 
So  would  he  who  fondly  loves  thee 

In  the  darkness  be  thy  light. 

Down  beside  the  flowing  river. 

Where  the  dark-green  willow  weep6| 
Where  the  leafy  branches  quiver. 

There  a  gentle  maiden  sleeps— 
Jn  the  morn,  a  lonely  stranger 

Comes  and  lingers  many  houra— 
l«afty,  he*s  no  heartless  ranger, 

For  he  strews  her  grave  with  flowers. 

V 

Lady,  heed  thee  not  her  warning— 
Lav  thv  soft  white  hand  in  mine) 

For  X  seek  no  fairer  laurel 
Than  the  constant  love  of  thine. 

When  the  silver  moonlight  brightena, 
Thou  shalt  slumber  on  my  breast, 

Tender  words  thjr  soul  shall  lighten, 

-»-<-•»»—   ••'aoj    Tpjjiii—  zacw  sens. 


DO  THEY  MISS  ME  AT  HOM£^i 


Do  they  miss  me  at  home,  do  they  miss  me  f 
*T would  be  an  assurance  most  dear, 

To  know  that  this  moment  some  loved  on« 
Were  saying,  "  I  wish  he  was  here ; " 

To  feel  that  the  group  at  the  fireside 
Were  tliinkin^  of  me  as  I  roam. 

Oh,  yes,  'twould  be  joy  beyond  m«>adur« 
Toknotv  that  they  missM  me  ai  home. 
To  know  that  they  mise'd  me  at  hom«. 

When  twilight  approaches  the  season 

That  ever  is  eacred  to  song, 
.  Does  some  one  repeat  my  name  OTer, 

And  sigh  that  1  tarry  so  long? 
And  is  there  a  chord  in  the  music 

That's  miss'd  when  my  voice  is  away? 
And  a  chord  in  each  heart  that  awaketh 

Regret  at  my  wearisome  stay  ? 

Regret  at  my  wearisome  stay  ? 

Do  they  sit  me  a  chair  near  the  table,  ^ 

When  evening's  home  r'ieasvires  are  nigh. 
When  candles  are  lit  in  tne  parlor, 
-  And  the  stars  in  the  calm  azure  sky  7 
And  when  the  "  good-nights  "  are  repeated,    . 

And  all  lay  them  down  to  their  sleep. 
Do  they  think  of  the  absent,  and  waft  me 

A  whisper'd  •*  good-night,"  while  they  weep? 

A  whisper'd"  good-night,"  while  they  weep? 

Do  they  miss  me  at  home — do  they  miss  m« 
At  morning,  at  noon,  or  at  night  ? 

And  lingers  one  gloonjy  f<hade  round  them 
That  only  my  presei.ce  can  light  ? 

Are  joys  less  invitingly  welcome, 
And  pleasures  leas  liale  than  before^ 

Because  one  is  miss'd  from  the  circle» 

T% .,     t ...       ■■•        _       _  _      ^ 

aj€CSuB€  1  mil  nilu  vn6ii'i  uO  iuOr6  7 

^•cftttiw  X  ua  with  them  no  mof  9 


M 
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UTTLE  SWEETHEART,  COME  AND  KISS  M4. 


Little  sweetheart,  come  and  kiss  me^ 

Just  once  more  before  I  go; 
Tell  me  truly,  will  you  miss  me^ 

As  I  wander  to  and  fro  ? 
Let  m'e  feel  the  tender  pressing 

Of  your  ruby  lips  to  mine. 
With  your  dimple  hands  caressing 

And  your  snowy  anns  entwine. 

Chobus. 

Ah!  little  sweetheart,  come  and  kiss 
Come  and  whisper  sweet  and  low. 

That  your  heart  will  sadly  miss  md^ 
As  I  wander  to  and  fro. 

Little  sweetheart,  come  and  kisB  vo% 
We  may  never  meet  again ! 

We  may  never  roam  together 
Down  the  dear  old  shady  lane. 

Future  years  may  bring  us  sorrow 
That  cur  hearts  may  little  know« 

Still  of  care  we  should  not  borrow— 

k  Come  and  kiss  me  ere  I  go. 

Ghobtts. 


jLh!  little  sweetheart,  come  and  kisa  me» 
/    Come-  and  whisper  sweet  and  low, 

VKjkf  TTtfiT*  Vtj^!t?t.  ??ill   .PfiHIv  TTiiAA  fS^ 

^  As  I  wftnder  to  and  fh>. 


^■^AHBHUVv      CTh  ^^kw^^^S^ 


Afreet  is  tlie  vale  where  the  Mohanlc  gently  glides 

On  itB  clear,  winding  way  to  the  sea. 
And  dearer  than  all  storied  streams  on  earth  besidM 

Is  this  bright,  rolling  river  to  me  I 
But  sweeter,  dearer,  yeS}  dearer  far  than  theses 
0  Who  charms  when  otliers  all  ful* 
Is  blue-eyed  bonny,  bonny  E!oi^» 

T>^  Belle  of  the  Hohswk  Yaitk 


Oh,  sweet  are  the  flcenee  of  my  boyhood's  sunny  hour. 

That  bespangle  thd  gay  valley  o'er« 
And  dear  are  the  friends  seen  through  memory's  fond  teart 

That  have  lived  in  the  blest  days  of  yore ; 
But  sweeter,  dearer,  yes,  dearer  fto  than  these. 

Who  charmti  when  others  all  fail. 
Is  blue-eyed  bonny,  bonny  Eloise^ 

The  Belle  of  the  M<^wk  Yale. 


Oh,  sweet  are  the  moments  when,  dreaming,  I  roam 

Through  my  loved  haunts  now  mossy  and  gray. 
And  dear€      ian  all  is  my  childhood's  hallowed  hoiLe^ 

That  is  crumbling  now  slowly  away  t 
But  sweeter,  dearer,  yes,  dearer  far  than  these* 

Who  charms  when  others  all  ftul. 
Is  blue-eyed  bonny,  bonny  Eloisej 

The  Belle  of  the  Mohawk  Vide. 


I 


urn  TSLL  THt  CLOUDS  ROLL  BY. 


Jenny,  my  own  true  loved  one, 

I'm  going  far  from  thee, 
Out  on  the  beunding  billows. 

Out  on  the  dark  blue  eca. 
How  I  will  miss  you,  my  darling, 
^  There  when  the  storm  is  raging  high  ] 
Jenny,  my  own  true  loved  one. 

Wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by. 


Chorus. 

Wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by,  Jenny, 
Wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by. 

Jenny,  my  own  true  loved  one. 
Wait  till  the  clouds  roll  by. 


!S  M 


Jenny,  when  far  from  thee,  love, 

I'm  on  the  ocean  deep, 
Will  you  then  dream  of  me,  love, 

Will  you  your  promise  keep  ? 
And  will  I  come  to  you,  darling  ? 

Take  courage,  dear,  and  never  sigW 


^1     1 :ii    *-n>^ 


«myv*»«»i^« 


Wftit  till  the  clouds  roll  by.— CAomt. 


THE  CAMPBCLLS  ARE  COMINa 


The  Oamj^bells  art  oonun',  o*ho  1  o-ho  I 
Tke  Campbells  aro  ooib«ii*,  o-ho  t  o-ho  t 

The  Campbells  are  oomin'  to  boaoie  Lochkv«ii  \ 
The  Campbells  are  coiiiia*,o-ho!  o-ho! 

Upon  the  Lomonds  I  lay»  I  lay, 

%  Upon  the  Lomonds  I  lay,  I  lay; 

I  looked  down  to  bonnie  LochW«n» 
And  saw  threa  boonie  perehta  plqr. 


Great  Ar^le,  be  goes  before. 

He  makes  ihe  eaanons  and  gans  to  roar, , 
Wi'  Bouad  o'tnimpet,  pipe  and  drum. 

The  Campbells  are  comin'y  o<ho  1  o-ho  I 
The  Campbells  are  comin',  o-ho!  o-ho! 

The  Campbells  are  comia',  o-ho  I  o*ho? 
She  Campbells  areeomin*  tobonaie  Lochleveiii 

The  CaMpbells  are  aaiaki',  o»ho  1  o*ko{ 


\A 


The  Campbells  they  are  a'  ia  arms. 

Their  loyal  faith  and  truth  *«  show  i 
Wi'  banners  r&ttling  in  the  wind, 

The  Campbells  are  com  in*,  o-ho !  o-ho  ( 
The  Campbells  are  corain',  o-ho  I  o-ho  I 

The  Campbells  are  comin',  o-ho  1  o-ho ! 
"^e  Campbells  are  comin'  to  bonnie  Lochleven 

The  Campbells  9ffe  Qcmm\  o-ho  f  o-h©  ^ 


■ 
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mm\  BUNCH  OF  ROSES 

By  the  borders  of  the  ocean, 

One  morning  in  the  aionth  of  June^ 
For  to  hear  those  warlike  songsters. 

Their  cheerful  noteb  and  sweetly  tmnei 
1  overheard  a  female  talking, 

Who  seemci  to  be  in  gnef  and  woe, 
Conversing  with  young  Bonaparte, 

Concerning  the  bonny  bunch  of  roses,  OD 

Then  up  steps  young  Napoleon, 

♦  And  takes  his  mother  by  the  hand, 

Saying,  mother  dear,  have  patience 

IJnti!  I  am  able  to  command, 
Then  1  will  take  an  armv, 

Through  tremendous  dangers  I  will  go# 
In  spite  of  all  the  universe    ,        ,     ^ 

1  will  conquer  the  bonny  bunch  of  roses,  Oft 

He  took  five  handred  thousand  men. 

With  kings  likewise  to  bear  his  train— 
Ee  "-SLS  80  well  provided  for 

That  he  couicf  sweep  this  world  alone. 
But  when  he  came  to  Moscow, 

He  was  overpowered  by  the  driven  s^ov'. 
When  Moscow  was  a  blazing, 

So  he  lost  his  bonny  bunch  of  roses,  oh. 

3  pon,  don't  cpeak  so  venturesome, 

For  in  England  are  the  hearts  of  oak  | 
There  is  England,  Ireland,  Scotland, 

Their  unity  was  never  broke. 
O  son,  think  on  thy  father--     ^    ,    ..     , 

On  the  Isle  of  St.  Helena  hie  body  lie'  »ow. 
And  you  must  soon  follow  after  him. 

So  beware  of  the  bonny  bunch  of  rosea,  oh, 

Kow  do  believe  me,  dearest  mother,     > 

Now  I  lie  on  my  dying  bed} 
If  I  had  lived.  I  had  been  clever, 

But  now  I  droop  mv  youthful  head. 
But  whilstonr  bodies  lie  mouldering. 

And  weeping  willows  over  ourbotiietj  gron. 
Vh'H  deeds  of  the  great  Napoleon 

%ia»Ji'  «tuo#  tb«  Viauy  buncb  of  Toaes,oii' 


EDlNBOffO' 


"Twas  wlthit.  ft  mil«  of  Edmboio^  iowB, 

Id  the  rosy  tim«  of  the  year, 
Sweet  flowers  bloom'd,  and  the  grass  was  dow^ 
And  each  shepherd  woo*d  his  dear ; 
Bonney  Jockey,  blythe  and  gay, 
Kiss'd  sweet  Jenny  making  hay  j 
The  lassie  blnsh'd,  and,  frowning,  cried, 

*•  Na,  na,  it  winna  do  % 
1  oaona^  cannai  winna,  winna,  mnnna  buckle  ta 


Jockey  was  a  wag  that  ne'er  wad  wed, 
Tho'  lang  he  had  followed  the  lass  \ 
Contented  she  earn'd  and  ate  her  brown  bread, 
And  merrily  turned  UP  the  grass. 

Bonney  Jockey,  blithe  and  free,        ^ 
Won  her  heart  right  merrily, 
Tet  ttill  she  blnsh'd,  and,  frowning,  cried, 

**  Na,  na,  it  winna  do  I 
I  oaona,  caniUv  winna,  winna,  munna  buckle  to.'^ 

But  when  he  vow*d  he  wad  make  her  his  bride, 

Tho*  his  flocks  and  herds  were  na  few. 
She  gi'ed  him  her  hand  and  a  kiss  besides, 
And  vow'd  she'd  forever  be  true.  ' 

Bonney  Jockey,  blythe  and  free. 
Won  her  heart  right  merrily. 
Al  church  she  nae  mair,  downing,  cried, 
•*  Na,  na,  it  winna  do. 
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IL  BE  ALL  SMILES  TO  NIGHT,  LOVE. 


1*11  deck  my  brow  vrith  rosei. 

The  loved  one  ma/  be  there  t 
The  gems  that  others  gave  me 

Will  Bhine  within  my  hair. 
And  even  them  that  know  me    * 

Will  think  my  heart  is  light. 
Though  my  heart  will  break  to-mofVQl9k 

I'll  be  aU  emiles  to-night. 

Chorits. 

I'll  be  all  smiles  to-aight,  lore^ 

I'll  be  all  smiles  to-night» 
Though  my  heart  will  break  to>ii|Ofll(|^- 

^'11  be  all  smiles  to-night  I  " 

And  when  the  room  he  entervd^ 

The  bride  upon  his  arm. 
I  stood  and  gazed  u]pon  h^ui 

As  if  he  were  a  charm. 
So  once  he  smiled  upon  her» 

So  once  he  smiledon  me, 
Thcv  know  not  what  I've  suffered. 

They  found  no  change  in  me.— CSIofli^ 

And  when  the  dance  eommenceSf 

Oh  I  how  I  will  rejoice  j 
I'll  sing  the  songs  he  taught  me 

Without  one  fWteriog  voice. 
Wh«n  flatterers  come  around  me. 

They  will  think  mv  heart  is  light. 
Though  mr  heart  will  break  to-morrrifL 

I'll  De  all  smiles  tonii|^i — Chonn, 

And  when  the  dance  is  over. 

And  all  have  gone  to  ^st, 
I'll  think  of  him,  dear  niother, 

The  one  that  I  love  best. 
He  OBoe  did  love,  believe  me. 

But  BOW  has  grown  cold  and  stnuiifii 
He  seught  not  to  deceive  me, 

Fftlfie  friends  have  bron^t  thie  ehmigt^^^^Mf^. 


1' 


TEa  ME  WHERE  MY  EVA'S  GONE? 


I  had  a  di^eam,  a  happy,  happf  dream  t 

I  dreamt  that  I  was  f^'ee. 
And  in  mj  own  dear  fiv  off  distant  hotM^ 

I  UtM  so  fancj  fi^ee. 

Eva,  Eva,  tell  me  where  my  Eva's  gone ; 
She  has  left  me  here  to  sigh  and  to  mourn  | 
Can't  you  tell  me  where  my  Eva's  gone, 

Gmobus. 

Eva,  Eva,  tell  me  where  my  Eva's  gone  y 
She  has  left  me  here  to  sigh  and  to  mourn  | 
Can't  you  tell  me  where  my  Eva's  gone. 

And  in  this  that  seemed  a  hc^py  dream, 

I  was  so  proud  and  brave, 
And  when  I  woke  and  found  'twas  but  a  dream, 

I  found  myself  a  slave, 

Eva,  Eva,  toll  me  where  my  Bva'i^  etc* 

I  long  to  dream  that  happy  dream  agam  j 

To  see  my  home  so  fair : 
For  now  I  roam  where  all  is  sad  and  drear, 

And  lil^  is  full  of  care. 

Bvn,  Bvm,  tell  me  wherem|r  Eva'i,  etc 
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YOUR  LASSIE  WIU  BE  TRUE 


lIuNigh  seas  now  divide,  and  tlie  mountains  so  wide, 

rU  never  once  forget  yon  far  away ; 
Bat  I'll  treasure  still  the  flower  that  you  gave  me  one  sweet  hoar* 

When  we  watched  the  lads  and  lassies  dancing  gay  ; 
f  ouVe  longed  for  my  coming  and  I've  wept  bitter  tears, 
>   Tour  Scotch  lassie  still  is  your  own  i 
She  never  will  be  false,  for  her  heart  she  left  with  yon, 

Not  your  lassie,  blue^yed  lassie»  will  be  true. 

CBOBUflb 

Oh,  laddie,  my  laddie  tbt  away. 

Still  woald  your  darling  die  for  yon  $ 
She  never  will  be  false,  ah,  no  1  no  matter  what  they  oaf, 

No !  your  lassie,  blue-eyed  lassie,  will  be  true. 

Ilien,  love,  don't  forget  that  I  think  of  you  yet, 

'Mid  Scotland's  bonnie  hills  across  the  sea  $ 
And  though  far  away  I  roam,  ah  I  i  know  there  is  a  homi 
•  That  is  waiting  there,  my  own,  for  you  and  me. 
I  come  to  you,  laddie,  like  the  bird  to  its  nest» 

For  still  I  cm  praying  for  you  i 
^f  all  this  world  so  fair,  I  am  loving  you  the  best» 

And  your  lassiep  blne^eyed  lassie,  will  be  truse 

Chobus. 

Oh*  laddie,  my  laddie  far  away, 
StiU  would  your  darling  die  for  you  t 

She  never  will  be  false,  ah,  no!  no  matter  what  they 
Nol  your  lasii*)  blue-eyed  lassie,  will  ht  tnMi       ^ 
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WAIT  FOR  THE  TURN  OF  THE  TIDE. 


\ 


In  sailing  along  the  river  of  life. 

Over  its  waters  wide,  ,    .  •* 

We  all  have  to  battle  with  trouble  and  strife, 
»    And  wait  for  the  turn  of  the  tide.  f^ 

Men  of  each  other  are  prone  to  be  jealous, 
Hopes  are  illusions,  and  not  what  they  seem| 

Life  and  its  pleasures,  philosophers  tell  us, 
Go  floating  away  like  a  leaf  on  the  stream. 


Chobu& 


Then  try  to  be  happy  and  gay,  my  boys. 

Remember  the  world  is  wide. 
And  Rome  wasn't  built  in  a  day,  my  boys, 

So  wait  for  the  turn  of  the  tide. 

Why  people  sit  fretting  their  lives  away, 

I  can't  for  a  moment  surmise, 
If  "  life  is  a  '  :>ttery,"  aa  they  say— 

We  cannot  all  turn  up  a  prize. 
A  folly  it  is  to  be  sad  and  dejected-- ,    ,     . ,  ^ 

If  fortune  hhows  favors,  she's  fickle  t>f  ^^^^s, 
And  may  knock  at  your  door  some  fine  day  unexpected. 

If  vou  patiently  wait  for  the  turn  of  the  tide. 

Man  is  sent  into  the  world,  we  are  told. 

To  do  all  the  good  that  he  can. 
Yet  how  many  worship  the  chink  of  the  gold. 

And  never  once  think  of  the  man. 
If  you  are  poor,  from  your  friends  keep  a  ^istance, 

fidd  up  your  head,  tho'  your  funds  are  but  email, 
Once  let  the  world  know  you  need  its  assistance, 
^  Be  sure  then  you  will  never^^it^t  all  l^  ^^^  ^^  ^^^ 
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THE  GATES  AJAR. 


Gone  beyond  the  darksome  ritr«Pt 

Only  left  us  by  the  way  j 
Gone  beyond  the  night  forever^ . 

Only  gone  to  endless  day. 
Gone  to  meet  the  angel  faces, 

Where  our  lovely  treasures  are ; 
Gone  awhile  from  our  embraces, 

Gone  within  the  gates  ajar  J 

QUAETETTE« 

There's  a  sister,  there's  a  brother, 
Where  our  lovely  treasures  are  < 

There's  a  father,  there's  a  mother. 
Gone  within  the  gates  ajar. 

One  by  one  they  go  before  us. 

They  are  fading  like  the  dew; 
But  we  know  they  are  watching  o*er  ^ 

They — the  good,  the  fair,  the  true. 
They  are  waiting  for  us  only. 

Where  no  pain  can  ever  mar? 
Little  ones  7ho  left  us  lonely 

Watck  u  ,  thro*  the  gates  ajar; 

There's  a  sister,  there's  %  eto* 

Gone  where  every  eye  is  tearless^ 

Only  gone  from  earthly  care; 
Oh  I  the  waiting,  sad  and  cheerless, 

Till  we  meet  our  loved  ones  there. 
Sweet  the  rest  from  all  our  roving, 

2iand  of  Ji  ght  and  hope  afar ; 
ho  1  our  Father's  hand  so  loving 

Seta  the  pearly  gates  ajar  t 

There's  a  sister,  there's  a^  <9^ 
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LrtTLE  FOOTSTEPS. 

Little  footsteps,  soft  and  gentle. 

Gliding  by  our  cottage  door ; 
How  1  love  to  bear  tbeir  trample. 

As  I  beard  in  days  of  yore  1 
Tiny  feet  tbat  travelled  ligbtly 

In  this  weary  world  of  woe. 
Now  silent  lie  in  yonder  cburch-yard, 

'Neath  the  dismal  grave  below. 
Little  footsteps,  soft  and  gentle. 

Gliding  by  our  cottage  door; 
How  I  love  to  hear  their  trample. 

As  I  heard  in  days  of  yore  I 

Chorus. 

Little  footsteps,  soft  and  gentle, 
Gliding  by  our  cottage  door; 

How  I  love  to  hear  their  trample. 
As  1  heard  in  days  of  yore  I 

She  sleeps  the  sleep  that  knows  no  waking, 

Bv  the  golden  river's  shore, 
And  my  heart  it  yearns  with  sadness. 

When  I  pass  that  cottage  door. 
Sweetly  now  the  angels  carol 

Tidings  from  our  loved  one  far. 
That  she  still  does  hover  o'er  us,   ■ 

And  will  be  our  guiding  star. 
She  sleeps  the  sleep  that  knows  no  waking. 

By  the  golden  river's  fehore, 
And  my  heart  it  yearns  with  sadness, 

When  I  pass  that  cottage  door.— C%or«5. 

Little  footsteps  now  will  journey 

In  the  world  of  sin  no  more ; 
Ne'er  they'll  press  the  sand-banks  lightly. 

By  the  golden  river's  shore. 
Mother,  weep  not;  father,  grieve  not| 

Try  to  smooth  your  troubles  o'er. 
For  I'll  think  of  her  as  sleeping. 

Not  as  dead,  but  gone  before. 
Little  footsteps  now  will  journey 

In  the  world  of  sin  no  more, 
He'er  they'll  press  the  sand-banks  lightly, 

Bj  the  jgolden  river's  shore.— -C%ofMf. 
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CaOTHER'S  LAST  LETTER  TO  ML 


^ 


Pve  a  letter  at  home  which  I  treasure  so  dear, 
And  to  lose  it  would  cause  me  much  pain  { 

I  have  read  it  so  often  I  know  it  by  heart, 

•  Ofttimes  I  shall  read  again. 

My  dear  n^other  wrote  it  to  me  when  a  boy. 
Before  she  was  summoned  above  j 

Ti8  the  only  remembrance  of  her  I  retain. 
And  'tis  filled  with  a  mother's  fond  love. 


Mother's  last  letter  to  tne 
^     In  a  feeble  handwriting  t  see, 

*•  My  dear  boy,  I  pray,  do  not  be  led  astray,*' 
In  mother's  last  letter  to  me. 

When  in  far  distant  lands,  oh,  how  eager  I'd  be 

To  receive  a  short  message  from  home ; 
When  my  mind  would  turn  back,  I  would  often  shed  tean 

To  think  how  I  left  mother  alone. 
But  then  I'd  build  hopes  and  picture  myself 

Home  again  by  my  dear  mother's  side. 
But  when  I  returned  I  received  the  sad  news 

That  a  fortnight  ago  she  had  died— C^ortit. 
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IKE  TURNPIKE  GATL 


f  •* 


I  tean 


I  m  thbKmg  of  iht  day  when,  bat  a  fittle  ohikli 

I  wandered  o'er  the  meadows  to  the  hilU 
Where  the  sweet  fiowers  grew,  and  forever  growing  wM* 

And  the  stream  e'er  flowed  by  the  mill. 
But  the  old  mill  house  has  gone  to  decay  j 
^  I  loved  it,  and  so  did  darling  Kate. 
And  the  miller  be  lies  sleeping  where  the  gentle  breezeeblow* 

And  we  pla^«d  *Death  the  turnpike  gata. 

Cbobits. 

For  the  tomplke  gate  is  the  pride  of  my  beesi  { 

I  loved  it,  and  so  did  darling  Kate  i 
When  she  sits  beside  me  now,  there's  a  smile  upon  her  brow 

That  vemiodB  mt  ofthe  tum{nke  gatOi 

And  the  old  school  house  has  gone  to  decay. 

Where  the  schoolmaster  heard  us  recite. 
And  those  happy,  happy  days  have  faded  from  our  view. 

When  oar  little  heprts  were  filled  with  delight.  < 

And  when  the  school  was  out  we  would  wander  to  the  spring, 
^  Where  I  drew  for  you  pictures  on  your  slate, 
And  those  happy  childhood  days  they'll!  com©  again  no  more, 

When  we  played  on  the  turnpikegate. 

Chorus*  *  ^ 

for  Uie  tnmpike  gate  is  the  pride  of  my  heart 

I  loved  it,  and  so  did  darling  Kate\ 
Wbeo  she  sits  beside  me  now,  there's  a  smile  upon  her  htow» 
H    f^ffnundtmeoftibetoDipikeiKto. 


WILL  YOU  LOVE  ME  WHEN  I'M  OLD? 


I  would  ask  of  you,  my  darling, 

A  question  soft  and  low. 
That  gives  me  many  a  heartache. 

As  the  moments  come  and  go. 
Your  love  I  know  is  truthful, 

But  the  truest  love  grows  cold; 
It  is  this  that  I  would  ask  you  i 

Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  old? 


% 
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Chorus. 

Life's  morn  will  soon  be  waning. 
And  its  ev'nin|^  bells  be  tolPdj 

And  my  heart  will  know  no  sadness, 
If  you'll  love  me  when  Fm  old. 

Down  the  stream  of  life  together 

We  are  sailing  eide  by  side, 
Hoping  some  bright  day  to  anchor 

feafe  beyond  the  surging  tide. 
To-day  our  eky  is  cloudlefis. 

But  the  night  may  clouds  unfold. 
And  its  storms  may  gather  round  us  > 

Will  you  love  me  v/hen  I'm  old  ? 
And  its  storms  may  gather  round  us; 

Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  old? — Chorus, 

When  my  hair  shall  shame  the  snowdrift. 

And  my  eyes  shall  dimmer  grow, 
I  would  lean  upon  some  lovf  Tone 

In  the  valley  as  I  go. 
I  would  claim  of  you  a  promise, 

Worth  to  me  a  world  of  gold  j 
It  is  only  this,  my  darling, 

That  you'll  love  me  when  I'm  old. 
It  is  only  this,  my  darling, 

That  you'll  love  n),e  wken  I'm  old.— OAortt*^ 
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THE  FADED  COAT  OF  BLUL 


% 


My  brave  lad  he  sleepi  ia  his  ftt^ed  ooat  of  blue  t 

In  his  lonely  grave,  unknowQ,  lies  the  heart  that  beat  so  triM  | 

He  B&nk,  faint  and  hungry,  among  the  famished  brave^ 

And  they  laid  him,  sad  and  lonely,  withio  his  HMnelesa  gm?*. 


r. 


ruir 


Cbobus.  "^ 

No  more  the  bugle  calls  the  weary  onet 

Rest,  noble  spirit,  in  thy  grave  unknown  t 

I  shall  find  you  and  know  you  among  the  good  and  true. 

Where  a  robe  of  white  is  given  for  the  faded  coat  of  blue. 

He  cried  :  "  Give  me  water  and  just  one  little  crumb. 

And  my  mother  she  will  bless  you  through  all  the  years  to  comet 

Oh  I  tell  my  sweet  sister,  so  gentle,  good  and  true, 

Thatni  meet  her  up  in  heavea  in  lay  faded  coat  of  blue  I " 

No  more  the  bugle  calls,  et9' 

"  Oh  1  **  he  said,  •*  my  dear  coiurades,  you  cannot  take  me  hoTne, 
But  you'll  .^ark  my  grave  for  mother ;  she  will  find  it  if  she  cornel 
I  fear  she  will  not  know  me  among  the  good  and  true, 
Whw3i  a  robe  of  white  is  given  for  the  faded  coat  of  blue.** 

No  more  the  bugle  callst  tC 

No  dear  eoe  was  by  kim  to  close  his  sweet  blue  eyes, 
And  no  gentle  one  was  nigh  him  '  J  give  him  sweet,  replies. 
No  stone  marks  the  sod  o'er  my  lad  so  brave  and  true, 
Ia  1^  kHieiy  §£»▼•  he  sleeps,  in  his  faded  coat  of  blue. 

Hom9Ptth«l  ^l«««ll%«< 
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A  VIOLET  FROM  MOTHER'S  GRAVE 


Boeneij  of  my  chiMliood  arise  before  my  gaze, 
Bringmg  recollections  of  bygone  happy  day^ 
When  down  in  the  meadow  in  childhood  I  would  roam  , 
No  one  8  left  to  cheer  me  now  within  that  good  old  hom«. 
*  ather  and  mother  they  have  passed  away. 
Sister  and  brother  now  lie  beneath  the  clay  • 
But  while  life  does  remain,  to  cheer  me  Pll  'retain 
'  This  emaa  violet  I  plucked  from  mother's  grave, 

Cborus. 

Only  a  violet  I  plucked  when  but  a  boy. 

And  ofttimes  when  I'm  sad  at  heart  this  flow'r  has  giv'n  me  joy, 
But  while  life  does  remain,  in  memoriam  Til  retain  ^ 

Xhw  smaU  violet  I  plucked  fh)m  mother's  grave. 


Well  I  remember  my  dear  old  mother's  smile. 
As  she  used  to  greet  me  when  I  returned  from  toih 
Always  knittingin  the  old  armchair,  ^ 

Father  used  to  sit  and  read  for  all  us  children  ther^ 
But  now  all  is  silent  around  the  good  old  home. 
They  have  left  me  in  sorrow  here  to  ro«-n ; 
While  life  does  remain,  in  memoriam  I'll  retain 
This  small  violet  I  plucked  fh)m  mother's  grave. 

Chorus. 

Only  a  violet  I  plucked  when  but  a  boy, 

And  ofttimes  when  I'm  sad  at  heart  this  flow'r  has  g  Vn  me  joy 

But  while  life  does  remain  in  memoriam  I'll  retain 

Tki8  sm^  viglet  I  i^uckf^  frOlP  mtk^t'e  gr^yc, 


•— .^tw.-t^**  fm  ■  -.  r^in 


WHERE  DID  YOU  GET  THAT  HAT? 


Now  liow  I  came  to  have  that  hat,  'Us  very  strange  and  funnj, 

ndfather  died  and  left  to  me  his  property  and  money  ; 
And  when  the  will  it  was  read  out  they  told  me  straight  and   flat-* 
If  I  would  have  his  money  I  must  always  wear  his  hat 


Cbobits. 

Where  did  you  get  that  hat?    Where  did  you  get  that  tilef 

Isn't  it  a  nobby  one,  and  jusc  the  proper  style? 

I  should  like  to  have  one  just  the  same  as  that. 

Where'er  I  go  they  shout,  «« Hello,  Where  did  you  get  that  bat?» 

3 

If  I  go  to  the  opera  house  in  the  opera  season. 

There's  some  one  sure  to  shout  at  me,  without  the  slightest  reason  | 

If  I  go  to  a  **  chowc'er  club**  to  have  a  jolly  spree, 

There's  some  one  in  the  party  who  is  sure  to  shout  at  me  i^Uhorua, 

At  twenty-one  I  thought  I  would  to  my  sweet- heart  be  married. 
The  people  in  the  neighborhood  had  said  too  long  we'd  tarried  | 
80  off  to  church  we  went  right  quick,  determined  to  get  wed— 
1  had  not  long  been  in  there,  when  the  parson  to  me  said :— C/""  m. 


W 


A8 !  sat  upon  my  Dear  old  Moth«r*s  Knm 


t  '\ 


i'yt  a  ieoder  recollection  that  Pll  cherish  all  my  lift. 

And  age  but  makes  ;t  dearer  day  by  day  j 
*Ti8  the  memory  of  a  mother,  whose  smile  in  days  agOh« 

Drove  all  my  troubled  childish  thoughts  away. 
1  remember  in  the  evening  when  the  fire  was  burning  bright. 

She'd  call  me  to  her  side  and  say  to  me  5 
Be  brave,  my  boy,  and  tmthftil.and  never  be  ashamed 

^f  the  teachings  that  you  feamed  on  mother's  knee. 


ilh«  was  gentle  and  so  kind,  Pll  ever  bear  fai  nJnd 
%  The  many  golden  lessons  she  taught  me  j 
I  have  wealth  and  earthly  power,  yet  Pd  give  all  for  one  hour 
That  I  sat  upon  my  dear  old  mother's  knee. 


flow  her  loving  smile  would  cheer  me,  when  at  evening  VA  return 

From  toiling  in  the  meadows  all  the  day. 
Each  gentle  word  brought  comfort,  but  that  voice  is  silent  now, 

The  mother  that  I  loved  has  passed  away. 
In   the  quiet  village  churchyard  she  has  slumbered  many  years. 

And  the  only  treasure  life  holds  dear  to  me 
Ii  the  mound  that  oft  in  twilight  1  have  moistened  with  my  teiro, 
®  JLBd  m«  ksso&t  that  I  le®nie«J  0J|>  mother's  knee.— C%on«, 


llfRtMEMBER  YOU,  LOVE,  IN  MY  PRAYERS. 


When  tbe  curtains  of  night  are  pinned  back  by  the  start 

And  the  beautiful  moon  leaps  the  skies, 
Ard  f  he  dew-dxcpe  of  heaven  are  kissing  the  rose. 

It  IS  then  that  my  memory  flies 
As  if  on  <he  wings  of  some  beautiful  dove. 

In  haste  with  the  message  it  bears. 
To  bring  you  a  kiss  of  affection  and  say: 

I  remember  you,  love,  in  my  prayers. 

Chorus. 

Go  where  you  will— on  land  or  at  sea, 

ril  share  all  your  sorrows  and  cares , 
And  at  night,  when  I  kneel  by  my  bedside  and  pray. 

1  n  remember  you,  losre,  in  my  prayers. 

I  have  loved  you  too  fondly  to  ever  forget 

The  love  you  have  spoken  for  me. 
And  the  kiss  of  affection  still  warm  on  my  lips. 

When  you  told  me  how  true  you  would  be ; 
I  know  not  if  Fortune  be  fickle  or  friend. 

Or  if  time  on  your  memory  wears ; 
I  know  that  I  love  you  wherever  you  roam. 
And  remember  you,  love,  in  my  prayers—aom* 

When  heavenly  angels  are  guarding  the  good 

As  God  has  ordained  them  to  do, 
In  answer  to  prayers  I  haVe  offered  to  Him, 

I  know  there  is  one  watching  you. 
And  may  its  bright  spirit  be  with  you  through  life, 
^  lo  guide  you  up  heaven's  bright  stairs ; 
Asd  lucci  with  the  one  who  has  loved  you  so  true, 
And  remember  you,  love  in  her  prayerfl/^<7Aoru*. 


/ 


THE  OLD  OAKEN  BUCKET. 


How  dear  to  my  heart  are  the  scenes  of  my  chfldliood, 

When  fond  recollection  recalls  them  to  view  j 
The  OTchurd,  the  meadow,  the  deep-tangled  wildwood. 

And  every  loved  spot  which  my  infancy  knew ; 
The  wide-spreading  pond,  and  the  mill  which  stood  by  it. 

The  bridge,  and  the  rock  where  the  cataract  fell. 
The  cot  of  my  father,  the  dairy-house  nigh  it, 

And  e'en  the  rude  bucket  which  hung  in  the  well. 
The  old  oaken  bucket — the  iron  bound  bucket— 
The  moss-cover'd  bucket,  which  hung  in  the  well. 

The  moss-cover'd  vessel  I  hailed  as  a  treasure. 

For  often,  at  noon,  when  return'd  from  the  field, 
I  found  it  the  source  of  an  exquisite  pleasure. 

The  purest  and  sweetest  that  nature  can  yield ; 
How  ardent  I  seized  it  with  hands  that  were  glowing. 

An''  quick  to  the  white-pebbled  bottom  it  fell. 
Then  soon,  with  the  emblem  of  truth  overflowing. 

And  dripping  with  coolness,  it  rose  from  the  well. 
The  old  oaken  bucket — the  iron-bonnd  bucket— 
The  mo8S-cover*d  bucket  arose  from  the  welL 


How  sweet  from  the  green  mossy  brim  to  receive  it 

As  poised  on  the  curb,  it  inclined  to  my  lips  p 
Not  a  full-blushing  goblet  could  tempt  me  to  leaVe  iv 

Though  filled  with  the  nectar  that  Jupiter  sips. 
And  now  far  removed  from  the  loved  situation, 

The  tear  of  regret  will  intrusively  swell. 
As  fancy  revisits  my  father's  plantation. 

And  sighs  for  the  bucket  which  hangs  in  the  well. 
*Bke  old  oaken  bucket — the  iron-bound  bucket— 
'  The  aoM-coy«r'd  but^et  which  hangs  in  the  wdL 


ONLY  A  PICTURE  OF  HER  BOY. 


fhe  kisF^d  her  boy  a  fond  good-bye,  the  hour  had  come  to  part. 

Hifl  good  ship  eaiPd  that  morn  across  the  main , 
Ihe  tears  were  coursing  down  her  cheeks,  while  sadly  throbb'd  her 

She  knew  not  if  they'd  erer  meet  again.  ^^* 

Long,  long  she  waited  hopefully,  as  slowly  on  roU'd  time, 

*  or  tidings  of  her  idol  and  her  joy  j 
One  day  there  came  a  message,  it  was  from  a  foreign  clim«. 
•  And  with  It  came  a  picture  of  her  boy. 


Twas  only  a  picture,  oiily  a  |nct«TC^ 

Only  an  image  of  her  boy  | 
For  he  was  her  pride  and  e'er  at  her  si 

Only  a  picture  of  her  boy, 

Th*  years  sped  by,  but,  lo  t  upon  a  drear  December  day. 

Ihere  came  a  stranger  to  that  mother's  door  j 
He  told  her  how  her  boy,  while  in  the  thickest  of  the  ft«r. 

J^  ell  fighting  for  the  flag  he  bravely  bore. 
A  httle  while  she  lingered  ere  she  bade  the  world  good-bye 

if  or  reahns  where  no  more  vexing  cares  annoy  i 
And  as  she  softly  whispered,  «  We  shaU  meet  again  on  hidi.* 

ahe  kiM'd  that  little  picture  of  her  hojr^Chorut,      ^^ 


WHEN  MY  SHIP  COMES  IN- 


SUNO  BT  MISS  ADILIISE  NEILIIOV. 


When  the  little  buds  begin  to  eing 

And  th»  silv'ry  notes  from  their  yellow  throftts 
Make  tl     <^alleys  and  the  woodlands  ring 

With  their  music  soft  and  sweet. 
Hove  to  wander  down  beside  the  sea. 

In  the  twilight's  rays  so  dim, 
And  I  watch  each  night  by  the  moon's  pale  light, 

For  I'm  waiting  till  my  ship  comes  in. 


Chorus. 

When  the  little  birds  begin  to  sing, 

And  the  silv'ry  notes  from  their  yellow  throats 
Make  the  valleys  and  the  woodlands  rin^. 

Then  I'm  waiting  till  my  ship  comes  m. 

Oh,  my  love  has  gone  across  the  sea. 

For  ne  sailed  away  on  a  Summer's  day, 
And  he  took  my  loving  heart  from  me. 

With  his  uniform  so  bright. 
fie  sailed  away  with  heart  so  light  and  gay. 

In  a  ship  so  neat  and  trim. 
And  no  joy  I'll  see,  till  he  comes  back  to  me. 

So  I'm  waiting  till  mj  ship  comes  in. 
When  the  little  birds  begin  to  sing,  etc. 

©h,  they  say  he'll  be  a  captain  bold. 
And  will  nave  command  of  a  ship  so  grand. 

But  I'm  waiting,  too,  for  something  more 
When  my  love  comes  back  to  me. 

For  then  I  shall  be  dearer  far  to  him 
Than  the  rank  he  strove  to  win, 
^  And  mv  heart  beats  light  as  I  watch  to-night, 

£ QT  JL'Si  "waiting  liii  TAT  BTilp  COulcB  in. 

When  the  little  birds  ^^gin  to  sing,  eto. 


KISS  ME,  MOTHER,  KISS  YOUR  DARLINa 


Eias  me,  mother,  kiss  jovlt  iarlingy 

Lean  my  head  upon  your  breast. 
Fold  your  loving  arms  around  mt-« 

I  am  weary,  let  me  rest. 
Scenes  of  life  are  swiftly  fadings 

Brighter  seems  the  other  short  | 
I  am  standing  by  the  river. 

Angels  wait  to  waft  me  o'eiw 


Chorus. 

Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darlingt 
Lay  my  head  upon  your  breast. 

Fold  your  loving  arms  around  me, 
I  am  weary,  let  me  rest. 

Kiss  me,  mother,  kiss  your  darling. 
Breathe  a  blessing  on  my  brow. 

For  I'll  soon  be  with  the  angels- 
Fainter  grows  my  breath,  e*en  now. 

Tell  the  loved  ones  not  to  murmur  | 
Say  I  diod  our  Flag  to  save. 

And  that  I  shall  slumber  sweetly 
In  the  soldier's  honored  grave.— C%orc8«i 

Oh  1  how  Qark  this  world  is  growing- 
Hark  1 1  hear  the  angel  band- 
How  I  long  to  join  their  number. 

In   hat  fair  and  happy  land  1 
Hear  you  not  that  heavenly  music. 

Floating  near,  so  soft  and  low? 
i  must  leave  you — farewell,  mother  I 
Kiss  me  once  before  I  go.« 


I 


BANJO  NOW  HANGS  SILENT  ON  DE  DOOR- 


Oh  I  de  old  home  is  sad  now  and  dreary, 
De  darkies  sing  about  de  place  no  more, 

Dey  have  all  gone  from  de  old  plantation- 
Be  banjo  now  hangs  silent  on  de  door  • 

Oh  I  it's  all  dat  remains  of  de  children. 
Of  de  onep  dat  have  cherished  me,  so  deat^so  dear. 

And  no  more  will  I  hear  deir  voices  singing 

^  %  good  old  songs  my  heart  rejoiced  to  hear. 

Chorus. 

Oh!  de  old  home  is  sad  now  ana  areary, 
De  darkies  sing  about  de  place  no  more— no  more.. 

Dey  have  all  gone  from  de  old  plantation— 
De  banjo  now  hangs  silent  on  de  door. 

Ohl  but  time  makes  me  fondly  remember. 
At  evening  when  de  toiling  day  was  done. 

How  de  fblks  used  to  sing  and  play  de  banjo, 
)     For  trouble  in  those  good  times  we  had  none  j 

But  deir  forms  in  de  grave  now  lie  sleeping. 
So  dear  to  me  in  the  happy  days  of  yore— of  yore  | 

And  Fm  left  here  alone  all  day  weeping— 
De  banjo  now  hangs  silent  on  de  door.— OAotm*. 

Now  old  age  has  come  on,  and  I'm  weary, 
De  few  locks  dat  are  left  me  are  quite  gray  j 

Bound  de  farm  ev'ry  day  I'm  wandering. 
Tea,  wandering,  for  I  soon  must  pass  away  j 

So  you'll  ple««c  listen  now  and  remember. 
When  de  poor  colored  man  shall  be  no  more— no  more, 
earo,  kind  flfieiads,  and  part  with  never, 


'V 


AD  FOLKS  A>  HOME 


■->  tip  cm  the  Swanee  Bibberi 

wray, 
Dai  ly  bettrt  is  turning  ebber, 

Jji  .  -^  .  old  folks  stay. 

^1  u]>  >       .own  de  wbole  creatioQ 

Sadly  -  roam, 
8till  longing  for  de  old  plantatioiH 
^  And  for  de  old  folks  at  hom«b 


CBOIIU& 

AH  de  world  am  sad  and  dreary 

Eb*ry  where  I  roam  ; 
Oh,  darkies,  how  my  heart  grows  weaiy. 

Far  trc     de  old  folks  at  home. 

All  round  de  little  larm  1  wandered, 

When  I  was  yourg  | 
Den  many  happy  days  I  squandered- 
n  Many  de  songs  I  sung. 
When  I  was  playing  wid  my  brudder, 

Happy  was  1 1 
Jh,  take  me  to  my  kind  old  mudder, 

Dar  let  me  live  and  die.— C%oru«. 

One  little  hut  among  de  boshes- 
One  dat  I  love- 
Still  sadly  to  my  mem'ry  rushes. 

No  matter  where  I  rove. 
When  will  I  see  de  bees  a*humming 

All  round  de  comb  ? 
When  will  I  hear  de  banjo  ttirjuming 
Down  in  my  good  old  ^ '^"^^     -Okonm, 


>'^. 


WHISPER  SOFTIX  MOTHER'S  .^YING- 

Wkiaper  Boftly,  inotker's  dying, 
Sdoa  she'll  close  her  loving  eyes  I 

Angelfl  wait  U  bear  her  gently 

T©  her  home  beyond  the  skies, 
EiM  her  lips,  for  soon  Bhe*ll  leave  ua— 

Mother,  clasp  me  to  your  breast. 
As  you  did  in  days  of  childhood, 

When  you  sang  your  child  to  rest. 

Gbokvs. 

Whisper  softly,  mother's  dying, 

'  S«on  8he*U  dose  her  loving  eyes  3 
A«gels  wait  to  bear  her  gently 
To  her  hom«  beyond  th«  slcic&« 

Whisper  softly,  mother'a  dying. 

Soon  we'll  miss  the  truest  love  ; 
And  we'll  miss  the  voice  so  loving. 

When  her  spirit's  flown  above. 
Mother,  ask  the  shining  angels. 

Ask  them  if  you  cannot  stay. 
Who  will  care  for  us  in  sorrow. 

When  they've  taken  you  away  T 

Whisper  softly,  mother's  dying,  etc 

Whisper  softly,  mother's  dying,  , 
And  she'll  tell  us  not  to  weep  I 

She'll  watch  o'er  and  protect  us. 

Through  the  night  when  we're  asleep. 

Darling  mother,  guide  our  footsteps, 
Be  with  us  from  day  to  day  s 

Barkt  the  angels  now  are  calling- 
Mother  dear  has  pasBeu  away. 

Whiflf'/*  softly,  mother's  dying,  eic 


,!!kf  i  father.  \l  mm  s©  p«* 


Ton  ten  m«  you  lo7«  me,  I  torn  would  believ«, 

And  wSl  make  me  your  own  bride,  and  never  deceif^l 

Yoa  oflter  to  me  your  heart  and  your  hand , 

And  make  me  the  mwtress  of  houses  and  Ian... 

I  am  but  a  poor  girl,  the  truth  I  will  tell: 

My  mother^  a  widow,  m  yon  ootta^  doth  dwell » 

She  who  nursed  me  in  sickness,  with  little  in  store. 

Now  ni  never  desen  her  becauRe  ihe  is  poor. 

You  have  promised  me  servants  and  carriages  gay. 

And.  DerhM>s,  to  deceive  me,  and  lead  me  astrajij  j     

Tot  sSme^n  thev  will  fatter  to  destroy  a  girl  s  nam^ 
And  soon  she's  r€*iced  to  a  sad  hfe  of  shame. 
And  then  she's  insult«d  by  each  passer  by  5 
Her  Kfe  is  a  b«rden,8he  could  lay  down  and  die. 
While  here  Pm  contented  by  our  own  cottage  doorf 
There's  none  like  a  mother,  if  ever  so  j,  jor. 

My  dear  fether»s  words  still  ring  in  my  ears  j 

men  dying  he  bid  me  my  Maker  to  fear. 

And  be  kinBtomv  mo*her-from  ^er  never  to  part} 

If  I  were  to  leave  he* ,  it  would  break  her  heart. 

Ri\\\  if  we  were  to  marry,  I  should  lead  a  sad  iife. 

When  your  S^^^^  thai  are  rich,  knew  you'd  got  a  poor  wili , 

Youi  tirents  might  slight  me-it  has  been  so  Wore , 

I'll  not  leave  my  mother,  altho'  she  is  poor. 

But  if  I  were  your  equal,  with  wealth  to  commwid, 

I'd  willingly  give  you  my  heart  and  my  hano. 

And  soothe  every  sorrow,  dispel  every  «««, 

For  there's  truth  m  your  face— I  believe  you  re  tinem 

If  your  parents  would  bless  us,  and  give  their  conMnt. 

We  would  all  live  together  in  peace  and  content, 

Th«n  mv  noor  aged  mother  should  sorrow  no  nor^ 
fox  there^i  none  like  a  mottier,  be  she  noii  or  pooi. 


_  •»*" 


^HK"-^KP^^' 


ROU  0N»  SILVER  MOON 


Am  I  ctn^  from  my  cot  at  the  close  of  tb*  ^ 

About  the  banning  of  Jane, 
'Neath  a  jessamine  shade,  I  espied  a  fiir  miSdf 

And  she  sadly  complained  to  the  moon. 
Boll  on,  silver  moon,  guide  the  traveller's  wif 

When  the  nightingale's  song  is  In  tune. 
But  never,  never  more  with  my  lover  111  strmy, 
t    By  thy  sweet  silver  light,  bonny  moon. 

Boll  on,  silver  moon,  guide  thft»  i<0> 

Am  the  hart  on  the  mountain  my  love  was  hg%rt, 

80  handsome,  so  manly»  and  clever  1 
80  kind  and  sincere,  and  he  loved  me  10  dear* 

Oh,  Edwin,  thy  equal  was  never. 
But  now  he  is  dead,  and  gone  to  death's  bed. 

He's  cut  down  like  a  rose  in  flill  bloom  1 
He^s  fallen  asleep,  and  poor  Jane's  left  to  weept 

9y  the  sweet  silver  light  of  the  moon. 

Boll  on,  silvei  moon,  guide  the,  eta 

Bat  his  grave  I'll  seek  out  until  morning  appears, 

And  weep  for  m^  lover  so  brave  t 
I'll  embrace  the  cold  turif,  and  wash  with  my  tear* 

The  flowers  that  bloom  o'er  his  grave. 
But  never  again  shall  my  bosom  know  joy, 

With  my  Edwin  I  hope  to  be  soon ) 
liovera  shall  weep  o'er  the  grave  where  we  sleep, 

Bv  ^T  flWflijt  ailvep  Kaht.  bonnv  moon. 

Boll  on,  silter  mooO}  guide  the,  vta. 


\ 


rENTlWG  ON  THE  OLD  CAMP-GROUND 

We're  tenting  to-ni{^t  on  the  old  cwnp-ground, 

Give  us  a  song  to  cheer 
Our  weaiy  hearts,  a  song  of  home 

And  frteods  so  dearl 

Chorus. 

Many  are  the  hearts  that  are  weary  to-nighij 

Wishing  for  the  war  to  cease } 
Many  are  the  hearts  looking  for  the  right, 
^    To  see  the  dawn  of  peace  | 
Tentiiig  to-night,  tenting  to-night, 
Tenting  on  the  old  camp-ground. 

We've  been  tenting  to-night  on  the  old  camp  ground, 

Thinking  of  tlie  days  gone  by  j 
Of  the  loved  ones  at  home,  that  gave  us  the  hand, 

And  the  tear  that  said.  Good-bye  l-^Chorus 

We  are  tired  of  war  on  the  old  camp-ground  i 

Many  are  dead  and  gone 
Of  the  brave  and  true  who've  left  their  homes : 
^  Others  have  been  wounded  long.—Chorus, 

We've  been  fighting  to-day  on  the  old  camp-groond. 

Many  are  lying  near- 
Some  are  dead,  and  some  are  dying- 
Many  are  in  tears  I— 

Ghobus. 
Many  are  the  hearts  that  are  weary  to-night. 
Wishing  for  the  war  to  cease ; 
.  Many  are  the  hearts  looking  for  the  rij^ 
To  see  the  dawn  of  peace. 

Dying  on  the  otdo«iiy|y^m»d. 


If 


:NW»<yiH)fr 


^^^'^mmmm'*- 


SWEET  BELLE  MAHONE. 


Boon  heyond  the  barbor  bar 
Shall  my  bark  be  sailing  fari 
O'er  the  world  I  wander  ]oq€. 

Sweet  Belle  Mahone. 
0*er  thy  grave  I  weep  good-byt^ 
Hear,  oh  hear  my  plaintive  cry  5 
Oh  1  without  thee  what  wn  I  * 

Sweet  Belle  Mahone. 


Chobub. 

Sweet  Belle  Mahone, 
Sweet  Belle  Mahone  1 

Wait  for  me  at  bearen's  gatei 
Sweet  Belle  Mahone. 

Lonely  like  a  withered  tree. 
What  is  all  the  world  to  me  ^ 
liight  and  life  were  all  ia  thee* 

Sweet  Belle  Mahone. 
Daisies  pale  are  growing  o*er 
All  my  heart  can  e'er  adore  | 
Shnll  I  meet  thee,  ever  more. 

Sweet  Belle  Mahone?— l7Aonif. 

Calmly,  sweetly,  slumber  on 
(Only  one  I  call  my  own  I) 
While  in  tears  I  wander  lone. 

Sweet  Belle  Mahone. 
Faded  now  eeems  eveiytbinf^ 
But  when  comes  eternal  Spring, 
With  thee  111  be  wandering. 

Sweet  Belle  M9&imi^'^€^^orm» 


WWTE  A  LEHER  TO  MY  MOTHER. 


WORDS  BT  ■.  BeWBR8.~-MUSI0  BT  B.  P^  I8AMB 


BbIm  me  in  jour  arms,  mj  brotberr 
Lei  me  see  the  glorious  sun  j 

1  am  weary,  faint,  and  dying-* 
How  is  the  battle ;  lost  or  won  f 

1  remember,  you,  my  brother^ 
Sent  to  me  that  fatal  dart  | 

Brother  fighting  against  brother-* 

,    Tifl  well-^-'tis  well  that  thus  we  port. 

'i 

Ghobtts. 


■i.<; 


Write  a  letter  to  my  mothert 
Send  it  when  her  boy  is  dead— • 

That  he  perished  by  his  brothert 
Not  a  word  of  that  be  said. 


Father's  fighting  for  the  TTnion, 

And  you  may  meet  him  on  the  field  t 
Could  you  raise  your  arm  to  smite  him? 

Oh  I  could  you  bid  that  father  yield? 
Brother,  take  from  me  a  warning, 
1^  I'll  soon  be  nv—^^Ted  with  the  dead. 

Write  a  letter  to  my  motliw^ 
Bo  you  erer  think  of  mother, 

la  our  home  within  the  glen. 
Watching,  praying  for  her  children  t 

Ok  1  would  you  see  that  home  again  T 
Brother,  I  am  surely  dying  | 

Keep  the  secret,  for  'tis  one 
Thai  would  kill  our  ancrel  mother^ 

If  fhe  but  knew  what  you  have  done. 

Writ*  ft  Ittttr  to  mj  mctiiM^ 


I 


Ijtp-  ~»*wRiy 


.-^WiWi'> 


BABY  MINL 


IVe  a  letter  flrom  thy  flin^ 

Baby  mine— baby  rninei 

I  could  read  and  never  tirei^ 

Baby  mine— baby  mine. 
He  is  sailing  o'er  the  ee% 
He  is  coming  back  to  me^^ 
He  is  coming  back  to  theei^ 
^  Baby  mine— baby  mine^ 
He  is  coming  back  to  meb 
Baby  mine. 


Oh!  I  long  to  see  his  fiiee^ 

Baby  mine— baby  mine^ 
In  his  old  accustomed  place. 

Baby  mine — baby  mine, 
like  the  rose  of  May  in  bloomt 
Like  a  star  amid  the  gloom. 
Like  the  sunshine  in  the  room* 

Baby  inine — baby  mine, 
Like  the  sunshine  in  the  room* 

Baby  tnine. 


Pm  so  glad,  I  cannot  sleej^ 
Baby  mine — ^baby  mine, 
I'm  so  happy,  I  could  weepi 
Baby  mine— baby  mine. 
He  is  sailing  o'er  the  sea. 
He  is  coming  back  to  me. 
He  is  coming  back  to  thee^ 

Baby  mine«»babf  mimw 
He  is  coming  back  to  ^m, 
Bdbjmiiit* 


THE  OLD  CABIN  HOME- 


I  Mil  going  tu  vmjp 

Far  ftwajr  to  leave  you  dow  | 

To  de  Missiesippi  Biyer  I  am  going  | 
I  will  take  my  old  banjo. 
And  m  Bing  die  little  song 

Awa^  down  in  mf  Old  Galnn  Home 


Cbobub. 

Here  is  my  Old  Cabin  Home  j 
Here  is  my  sister  and  my  brother  i 

Here  lies  my  wife,  de  joy  of  my  life. 
And  my  obild  in  de  grave  with  its  mother. 

I  am  going  to  leave  die  land. 

With  dis  our  darkey  band. 
To  travel  all  dis  wide  world  o'er ) 

And  when  I  get  tired, 

I  will  settle  down  to  rest. 
Away  down  in  my  Old  Cabin  Home.— C%«ntf. 

When  old  age  comes  on 

And  my  hair  is  turning  gray, 
I  frill  hang  up  de  banjo  all  alone, 

ril  set  down  by  de  fire. 

And  I'll  pass  de  time  away, 
Away  down  in  my  Old  Cabin  Home.— Cftontt, 

1^8  dere  where  I  roam. 

Away  down  on  de  old  farm. 
Where  all  de  daikies  are  fir€«  I 

Oh  I  merrily  scund  de  banjo.  ' 

For  de  white  folks  round  cd  room» 
Away  4owa  ui  mj  Old  OdiM%  U^mM^mOhmm* 


m  GWINE  BACK  TO  DI)UE. 


l*8e  gwine  back  to  Dixie-^ 
No  more  Fse  gvrine  to  wander  $ 

My  heart's  turned  back  to  Diiie— 
I  can't  stay  here  no  ^  "iger, 

I  miss  de  old  plantation^ 
My  home  and  my  relation ; 

My  heart's  turned  back  to  Dvik^ 
And  I  must  go.         ^ 

Chorus. 

1*86  gwine  back  to  Dixie, 

I*se  gwine  back  to  Dixie, 
p8e  gwine  where  de  orange  blossoms  grow  j 

For  I  hear  de  children  calling, 

I  see  their  sad  tears  falling, 

My  heart's  turned  back  to  Dixie, 
And  I  must  go. 

I've  hoed  in  fields  of  cotton, 
I've  worked  upon  de  river  | 

I  used  to  think  if  I  got  off. 
Id'  go  back  dere,  no  never  t 
1^     But  time  has  changed  de  old  mtok^ 
Bis  head  is  bending  low. 

His  heart's  turning  back  to  Dixit« 
^^  he  must  go^-'Ohorus. 

Pm  travling  back  to  Dixie— 
My  step  is  slow  and  feeble  i 

I  pray  de  Lord  to  help  me. 
And  lead  me  from  all  evil ; 

And  should  my  strength  fornalce  m% 
Den,  kind  friends,  come  nn\  ta'c«'  me  ; 

My  heart's  turneii  back  to  DixiSi^ 

» J  »  ^ i.    -^-         imt 


WHOA,    EMMA. 


ITTNO  BT    TOKT   PASTOS* 


I  ion'i  mird  telling  you 
X  took  nay  girl  to  Kew, 

Aod  iifmnia  was  the  darling  creature's  lUun*  % 
While  standing  ou  the  pier. 
Some  chapa  at  her  did  leer, 

And  one  and  all  around  her  didexelaim  i 

Chorus. 

Whoa,  Emma!  Whoa,  Emma! 

Emma,  youputme  in  quite  a  dilemma  I 
Oh,  Emmal  whoa,  Emma  I 

That's  what  I  heard  from  Putney  to  Ke#. 

I  asked  them  "  what  they  meant  ?  ** 
When  some  one  at  me  sent 

An  egg  which  nearly  struck  Lie  in  the  eye  | 
The  gin  began  to  scream, 
Saying,  "  Fred,  what  does  this  mean  ?  ** 

I  asked  again  and  this  was  tb»ir  reply  t 

Whoa,  Emmal  eto* 

I  thought  they'd  never  oease, 
So  shouted  out  **  Police!  " 

And  when  he  came  he  looked  at  me  so  sly  | 
The  crowd  they  then  me  chaffed. 
And  said  **  T  must  be  daft  I  " 

And  once  again  they  all  commenced  to  cry  t 

\  Whoa,  Emmal  etOe 

Am  old  man  said  to  me 
Y'jung  man,  **  can't  you  see 

The  joke,"  end  I  looked  at  him  with  surprieei 
He  said,  **  Don't  be  put  out, 
It's  a  raying  got  about," 

A_j  A.^_  .au.:— :.--  .£.^ m**'^  -X2_.i  ^Va  a^^sa  * 

^l^uwl   vjM^Juk    «Miw*4~    T%#i^i?!!?  wwCi^w^S^V   Zs^wX^    *mw   »:^i.«.~.  * 

Whofti  Bmm&!  etQ» 


I 


riUlTTr-T-    TT-li-in-,-^-.- , [I  ll  |1|  H  |||||  ||   ||| 


UHLE  MAGGIE  MAY- 


The  Spring  bad  come,  the  flowers  ia 

The  birdif  sang  c  ut  their  hj, 
Down  by  a  little  running  brook 

I  first  sa<4^  Haggle  May. 
She  had  a  i^i^ish  jet-black  eye» 

Was  sin^  }^  all  the  day  | 
And  how  I  |prired  her,  none  can  UHl^ 

Mylitllfi^4^gieMayI 

CsoBva. 

My  HM^  -iiftohing  Maggie* 
Hi^  il  flinging  all  the  day  | 

Oht  kii  <I9  I  loved  her,  none  can  tell. 
My  1  'Me  Maggie  May. 

Tbongb  yet3M  roHed  on,  yet  still  I  lored 

With  heart  so  light  and  gay. 
And  never  will  this  heart  deceive 

My  own  dear  Maggie  May. 
When  others  thought  that  life  was  gone, 

And  death  would  take  away. 
Still  by  my  side  did  linger  one^ 

And  that  was  Maggie  May.— C%oru«. 

May  heaven  protect  me  for  her  sakei 

I  pray,  both  night  and  day. 
That  1,  ere  long,  may  call  her  mine. 

My  own  dear  Miggie  May. 
For  she  is  all  tf  le  world  to  me. 

Although  Fi  a  for  away, 
1  oftClnee  thin  k  of  the  running  brook, 
.    And  my  Htl  is  Maggie  May.— C^omsb 


BY  THE  SAD  SEA  WAYEfc 


Bj  the  sad  sea  wares 

I  listen,  while  they 
A  lament  o'er  graves 

Of  hope  and  pleasure  goief 
I  was  young,  I  was  fair^ 
I  had  once  not  a  care 
From  the  rising  of  the  moni 
^  To  the  setting  of  the  sua 
Tet  I  pine  like  a  elave* 
By  the  sad  sea  wavQ» 

€bobit& 

Come  again,  bright  days. 
Of  hope  and  pleasure  goat ; 
'      Come  again,  bright  days. 
Come  again,  come  agaiik 

From  my  care,  last  night. 

By  holy  sleep  beguiled. 
In  the  fair  dream-light 

My  heme  upon  me  smiled. 
Oh !  how  sweet,  mid  the  dew. 
Every  flower  that  I  knew 
Breathed  a  gentle  welcome  back 

To  the  worn  and  weary  child) 
I  wake  in  my  grave. 
By  the  sad  sea  wave. 

Chorus. 

Come  again,  dear  dream^ 
So  peacefully  thatemiledi 

Come  again,  dear  dream, 
Oome  agab,  come  «faio 


f^^temt.^ 


TKE  SCOTCH  BRiGADL 


} 


On  the  banks  of  the  Clyde  stood  a  lad  and  his  lassie,. 

The  lad's  name  was  (j^eordie,  the  lassie's  was  Jean. 
She  threw  her  arms  round  him,  and  cried  '*  Do  not  leav«  OM  t' 

For  Geordie  was  going  to  fight  for  his  Queen. 
She  gave  him  a  lock  of  her  bright  auburn  tresses. 

She  kiss'd  him  and  press'dhim  once  more  to  her  heart. 
Till  his  eyes  spoke  the  love  which  his  lips  could  not  utter  | 

But  the  last  word  is  spoken,  they  kiss  and  they  part. 


CHOEua. 


i  ' 


Over  the  burning  plains  of  Egypt,  under  a  scorchmg  sun, 

He  thought  of  the  stories  he^d  have  to  tell  his  love  when  the  fight 

was  wont 
ife  treasured  with  care  that  dear  lock  of  hair,  for  his  own  darling 

Jeannie  he  prayed,  . 

Buthia  prayer  was  in  Tain,  for  she'll  ne'er  see  again  her  lad  in  the 

Scotch  Brigade 

Tho'  an  ocean  divided  the  lad  fi*ora  his  lassie, 

Tho*  Geordie  was  forced  far  away  o'er  the  foam. 
His  roof  was  the  sky  and  his  bed  was  the  desert. 

But  his  heart  with  his  Jeannie  was  always  at  home. 
The  morning  that  dawned  on  the  famed  day  of  battle 

Found  Geordie  enacting  a  true  hero's  part. 
Till  an  enemy's  bullet  brought  with  it  its  billet, 
>>  And  buried  that  dear  lock  of  hair  in  his  heart.— 0!WtMi 


On  the  banks  of  the  Clyde  dwells  a  neart- broken  mother. 

They  told  her  of  how  the  great  victory  was  won  i 
But  the  glory  of  England  to  her  brought  no  comfort. 

For  glorjr  to  her  meant  the  loss  of  her  son. 
But  Jeannie  is  with  her  to  comfort  and  shield  her, 

Teffetker  they  weep  and  together  they  pray  i 
Ami  Jefl»nie  her  daughter  will  be  whUst  she  lives, 

War  a*0  Hake  of  thu  laddie  who  died  Itf  aw^.— (}%ciiit; 


THE  DRUNKARD'S  DREAM. 


yky>  m^vtoti  you  leok  bealtbT,  now  ronv  dress  fa  nt^At  ttnA  -,..—« 

Y^^'r  T>^?^  *^*^^  ^'^  *  ^"  wCe  .ou've  been  ;^  ^"'"» 
Your  wAfe  and  family  are  ah  well,  you  once  dfid  use  them'etranee 
Oh  i  you  Are  kmder  to  them ,  how  came  thk  happy  cha^eT  ^  ' 

fLvrnv,  a  ^reaw,  a  warning  voice,  which  Heaven  seat  to  me 
To  snatcj  me  from  the  drvmkard's  curse,  grim  want  and  i^serv  . 
My  wages  weie  all  s^ent  io  drink  ,  oh  i  whit  a  wretohed  vSw*  ^  ' 
I  ahnost  broki  my  jfaiy's  hearty  and  starved  my  children  J  tcS.* 

H^'LTIifnJY  ^?T  '*''  "^l^^  *"*  T^^  ^  ^  ^^^^^^  '^o*  her  sigh , 
MtJf^h*'"^  SMile  has  welcomed  me  when  tears  bedimmfd  her  evet 

Four  ii40the/  has  been  weeping  so,  because  we've  hid  no  Lead." 

oJ!!!'^'^  form  did  waste  away~r  saw  her  sunken  eye- 

T  1    ^Z  ^»=y,^>abe8  m  sickness  laid-^I  heard  their  wliline  crv- 

fc*l^  *\^  '^l^i''  ^^°.^«°  i^y'  ^J^J1«  Jtfary's  teaTs  d  d^strTam 
Then,  hke  »  beast,  I  fell  asleep-^nd  b»d  this  warning  dream  :      * 

I  m  f««^l''°'^f  ""'^^  staggered  home ,  there  seemed  a  solemn  gloom , 
T  hl!rA*^'^  '''^^' «  k^'*  ^??  'h^  ^^  ^  and  strangers  in  the  room  •       ' 
I  heard  them  sav. «  Poor  thing,  she's  dead,  sheled  a  wretched  life    ' 
Grief  and  want  have  broken  her  heart  j  whS'd  be  a  drunkwd's  wife?" 

I  saw  mv  children  weeping  round  1 1  scarcely  drew  mv  breatli 

Oh'  mIfeS  Tnd''^^^^''  "P'  ^^^  ^^&  '^y  ^h«'«  dead, 
vn  make  her  smile,  and  speak  once  more,  we'll  never  cry  for  bread." 

«  She  J8  not  dead  "1  frantic  cried,  and  rushed  to  where  she  lav  ' 
"  Oh?  M^rv  T"*  t'  ^"'^  !?'"*  ^^P«'  ^^^^^^  «<^Jd  as  clay ,     ^' 

No  morfST;  P^*^  ''''^  T^"^  ^'l'"^'  ^^  '"^^e  1'"  ««"ee  you  pain. 
iMo  more  1 11  grieve  your  levmg  heart,  nor  ever  drink  again. 

'•  Dear  Mary  speak,  'tis  Dermot  calls ! ""  Why, so  I  do !  "she  rri«H . 
I  awoke,  and  true,  my  Mary  dear  was  kne.Un^W  if'lL.'^*  ""^'^^ 
i  pree«eu  iier  to  my  throbbing  heart,  while  jovoua'tearR  J\d  «f  i^«. 
AAd  tve.  «i^«.  Pv«  Heaven  Iwd  for  seti^'^^^Xtdli^ 


01  D  WOODEN  ROCKEii 


\ 


I 


Thixre  it  Btaoda  in  tlM  eoner.  witSii  its  back  to  ilbt  miZ 

The  M  wooden  rooker  so  stately  and  taUl 

With  naught  to  disturb  it  but  thednster  or  broons, 

For  no  one  now  nsee  the  back  ]park>r  room. 

Oh,  hoff  well  I  remember,  in  days  long  gone  byv« 
^  When  n  e  stood  oy  that  rodEer,iny  ewtei  and  1, 
*  And  wf  Bsten'dto  the  stories  that  our  grandma  woakl  ta«^ 

^y  titfi  oUivoodeo  foekcr  we  all  lOF'd  so  wea 

OBOBVfi. 

Af  4ie  sal  by  tbe  lire,  she  would  rook,  rock,  rock^ 
jM  I  we  heald  batihe  tick  ot  theold  bra^s  clock  { 
Bf  h<7  years  ebe  had  sat  in  that  chair,  grim  »**  ^  taU- 
jS  Mold  woodsB lockei  that  stood  by  the  wait 

If  this  ii^  oonH  bat  speak,  ob»  the  tales  it  ooold  telAv 
Wm  p'pt  aged  grandpa,  m  fierce  battle  fell } 
lleath  lie  stars  and  the  stripes  he  fought  bravely  and  tm^ 
He  di*  If  shed  his  freedom— the  red,  white  and  blue. 
It  oonJ  4  tell  c^bright  days,  and  of  dark  ones,  besides. 
Of  the  ^y  when'dear  grandma  stood  forth  as  a  bride  i 
This  li  »  by  we  all  love  it,  this  old  cliaii  grim  and  tall— 
The  614  nxioden  locker  that  stands  by  ibe  wall.— C^omi 

But  p^i^V  grandma  is  gone,  and  her  stories  are  done  I 
Her  cHWren  have  foUowedtier ,  „  js,  one  by  one  i 
They  ^-i.ve  all  gone  to  meet  her  «•  in  the  sweet  bye-and4]y , 
And  ai?  that  is  left  is  dear  sister  and  !♦ 
Nevtjr  %ore  will  we  hide  her  gold  specs  or  her  cap  i 
Veyvt  4K)re  wiU  we  tease  her  whtle  taking  her  napj  ^ 
fhwve  fiore  wffl  fifceelumber  tn  thaicnair,  grim  nvd  Us 
1fcg^«ii«A«  wjAar^M^atoed  by  the  waH, —Cretin. 


OLD  LOG  CABW  BY  THE  STREAM. 


f 


Ohtth^caUmeUiicleJo*,Iwafibi«!  md  horn,  yon  kn<m. 

m  a  pleasant  spot  not  far  away  from  here  > 
VThen  I  think  of  days  gone  by,  it  almost  makes  me  cry,      ' 

hormy  birthplace  that  IVe  always  loved  so  dear, 
X  used  to  play  the  baiyo.  Just  beside  the  cabin  door. 

And  watch  the  chiMren  dancing  on  the  green  $ 
B^  them  days  are  past  and  gone,  and  they  never  wiU  Ntiim 


Wm  I  h«r  the  daridM' volow  18 1  used  to  years  ago  r 
Tes,  we^  waiting  to  recsetveyon.  Uncle  Joe  j 

Oh  I  it  seems  to  me  a  dream,  hark!  list  to  the  tambourineu 
Oh !  the  sound  otnaes  ttom  my  cabin  by  the  stream. 

OhI  I  know  I  soon  Shan  <fe,  and  H  almost  makes  me  ciT, 
♦  When  I Ve  got  to  leavo  the  spot  where  I  was  born  i 
I  have  travelled  far  alone,  jnst  to  see  my  dear  old  home, 

But  I  thought  that  all  the  colored  folks  had  gone. 
But  now  I  thiuk  I'm  wrong,  yet  PU  sing  my  Uttle  song. 

For  everything  to  me  seems  like  a  dream  t 
When  the  darkies  hear  my  voice,  it  wm  make  their  hearts  reiolcai 

For  rve  come  to  see  my  cabin  by  the  stwam. 

Ooasiia. 

Will  I  hear  the  darkies*  voices  as  I  used  to  years  ago  f 
Tes,  we're  waiting  to  receive  you,  Unde  Joe  i 
wii ;  ii  KiAixiiH  is,  tuxj  a  urtsam,  iiarJK  i  list  to  ttie  tamboumtr 
Ohtthe  sooad  comes  tnm  my  cabia  by  the  ftnam. 


©ARRY  ME  BACK  TO  OLD  VIR61NW, 


e    ««iA<rr^«iccos»bv  Story  and  l>eCkwircey,  in  4he!r8ketoh 

""L^X^lToW  vSy  Home."  tTony  PaaU*-. 

Tbeatre»N.  Y. 


''l^erTs^erelhf  ^^^^^^^       the  com  and  tatoes  g^. 
Therl^Xe  the  birds  warble  eweet  in  the  fiprmg.tjmfi. 

1W8  where  this  old  darkey^e  heart  am  lou^dU^  go. 
There's  where  I  labored  bo  hard  for  old  Maesa, 

Day  after  day,  in  the  field  of  yellow  corn  j 
No  place  on  earth  do  I  love  more  Bincerely 

TKan  old  Virginny,  the  State  where  I  was  bonu 

ChobvAo 

Carry  me  back  to  old  Virgmny,  a^*,^^  «««ir 

There's  where  the  cottx)n  and  the  com  and  tatoes  giwr. 

There's  where  the  birds  warble  sweet  in^the  8P"«f /"^«' 
There's  where  this  old  darkey  s  heart  am  long'H  to  go. 

Carrv  me  back  to  old  Virginny, 

Sr™  let  me  live,  'till  I  wither  and  decay, 
Lonff  bv  the  old  Dismal  Swamp  have  I  wandered, 

Tim's  where  this  old  darkey's  life  will  pass  away. 
MasKa  and  Missus  have  long  cone  before  me. 

Soon  we  will  meet  on  that  t>right  and  golden  Bho«^ 
There  we'll  be  happy  and  free  ftom  all  sorrow. 

Therms  where  w^^U  meet  and  we'll  never  part  no  motf. 

Chobids. 


AnJ  tAtoea  tsrovfm 


Garry  me  back  to  old  Virginny, 
tK^?^  »W«  oH  a«k«y.  h«rt  »n  hmgM  to  g». 


DOWN  IN  AJOAL  MINE. 

I'm  a  jovial  collier  lad. 

And  blithe  as  blithe  can  be, 
Her  let  the  times  be  good  or  hU 

Thtv're  all  the  same  to  me. 
Ti8  little  of  the  world  I  know 

And  care  less  for  its  ways. 
For  where  the  dog-star  never  glowi 

1  wear  away  my  days. 

Chorus. 

^S  At'JSl'i'I.''^'  underneath  the  ground, 
T»ii^f«M    t"*  ^^  sunshine  nerer  o»n  fe  found | 
B«^ng  Husky  diamonds  all  the  season  round.  ' 

JPowa  in  a  ooal  mine,  uud«nieath  th»  groS 

My  hands  are  horny  hard. 
And  black  with  working  in  the  vein, 
^         ^**®  clothes  npon  my  back 
My  speech  is  rough  and  plain  j 

Well,  If  I  stumble  with  my  toneueb 
1  ve  one  excuse  to  say, 

Tis  not  the  collier's  heart  that's  wrone, 
lis  the  head  that  goes  astray.-^OAoriit. 

At  every  shift,  be  it  soon  or  latc^ 
1  haste  my  bread  to  earn. 

And  anxiously  my  kindred  wait 
And  watch  for  my  return  t 

*^or  death  that  levels  all  alike, 
Whate'er  their  rank  may  be, 
A    j*^®  fire  and  damp  may  etrik* 
And  flmghia  darts  at  me.— C%onit, 

How  little  do  the  i?reat  on<»s  car* 

Who  sit  at  hora°  secure. 
What  hidden  dangers  coHiera  dar«. 

What  hardships  they  endure ; 
Ihe  very  fires  their  mansions  boaat* 

lo  cheer  themselves  and  wives, 
Mavhap  were  kiuikd  at  the  coet 

Of  jovial  coUiei  8'  lives.— CAorw*. 

Then  cheer  up,  la  !s,  and  make  ye 

Much  of  every  j  jy  ye  can ; 
Jiut  let  your  mirth  be  always  such 

As  best  becomes  a  man  • 

However  fortune  turns  about 

We'll  still  be  jovial  soula,     • 
*  oj^^at  would  America  be 

Wslkottt  tht  Zadfl  that  look  for  ootto  f^-'^konm 


mmmi 


OOML  BIRDIE.  '*OMt 


>>':! 


W 


BeanUftil  bird  of  Spring  has  oome, 

fiScinff  a  pUce  to  build  hia  home, 

.   wSwSgbis  song  BoUghtand  free, 

SanUftS  bird,  come  live  with  me. 
Come  Jive  with  me  j  you  shall  be  fr  ^\ 
If  you  will  come  ancTlive  with  me. 
Owne  live  with  me,  you  aball  be  ft«  > 
Beaotiftil  bird,  come  live  with  me. 
fm  all  alone. 
Gome  live  with  me, 
Come  live  with  mec 

Cbobuv* 

Home,  bir^e,  come  and  Uve  with  n*. 
We  wUl  be  hanpy,  light  and  ftree ; 

Ton  shall  be  airthe  world  to  me  i 
Come  birdie,  come  and  live  with  me. 

Te  little  birds  that  sit  and  sine, 
Many  a  thought  of  loved  ones  brinfti 
Hovering  around  vour  tiny  nest, 
Calling  your  loved  ones  home  to  rest. 
OhI  hcT)py  bird,  no  thought  of  care, 
Noaching  heart,  no  grief  to  bear. 
Over  the  land,  over  the  sea. 
Come,  change  your  home,  and  live  wltU  me. 
Come  change  ycur  home,  ^ 

-  No  more  to  roam  5 
Come  change  your  home.— OAonw. 

Birdie,  what  makes  you  fly  away. 
When  I  come  near  you  ?  tell  me,  pray  1 
I'll  not  deceive  you,  you  are  free. 
If  you  should  come  and  live  with  me. 
Now,  birdie,  fly  fast  to  the  sky. 
To  your  sweet  home,  for  night  is  mghi 
And  when  the  sun  shines  o*er  the  lea, 
Bring  thy  sweet  mate  and  hve  with  me. 

ff^W  -     -  all      j^m ««  MB 
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NELLY  nw. 


A  ▼fllage  beaatj  nxe, 
with  rosy  cheeks  and  pearij  , 

And  lovely  nat'brown  ht£e  i 
Her  waist  it  is  bo  slender, 
^ind  her  feet  they  are  so  —yd* ; 
Of  all  the  girls  I  ever  loved 

My  Nelly  beats  them  all. 

GaoBus. 


Her  father  keeps  a  farm  house 

In  a  village  aown  in  Eent» 
And  being  on  my  holidayat 

To  spend  them  there  I  went 
And  while  a-strolling  through  the  fleUK 

As  on  my  way  I  roamed, 
That*s  where  I  met  my  Nelly, 

As  she  drove  the  cattle  home.— CXoraa 

I  took  my  Nelljr  for  a  wa^k 

Among  the  bright  green  grass. 
And  words  of  love  I  whispered 

To  this  young  country  lass  | 
I  placed  my  arms  around  her  waist. 

As  i  sat  by  ner  side. 
And  while  we  were  a-talking 

She  pledged  to  be  my  bride.— -CWw* 

And  now  ^e've  named  the  happy  day, 

And  how  happy  we  shall  be- 
No  thoughts  of  jealousy  shall  enter 

The  mmds  of  her  or  me, 
Butjn  our  farm  house  little 

iVe'li  be  happy  night  and  day, 
A^  our  lives  shall  pass  like  sunshiiMb 

For  I  haye  the  brightest  ny..    ^ 
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